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OLLECTION OF POEMS. 


THE. W 1 8 97 
* WILLIAM DUNCOMBE, E805. 
LIN A LETTER To MR. NEEDLER, 


SENT FROM CAMBRIDGE, 1709. 


7 would that ſiſter of th Aonian choir, 

' Who pour'd on Cowley's ſoul ecſtatic fire, 
flame my breaſt, and my weak fancy raiſe, 
o ſoar, like him, in enthuſiaſtic lays, _ 
"mooth as the Cam my tuneful verſe ſhould flow, 
'ot {well too high, nor ever ſink too low; 
ike him I boldly would aſcend the ſky, 
\nd ſing the charms of fair Philoſophy ! 


Ho-] 


Vounger ſon of John Duncombe eſq. of Stocks in Hert- 
ordſhire. In 1722 he publiſhed a tranſlation of Racine's 
* Athaliah,” which was well received by the publick, and 
gone through three editions. In 1724 he was editor of 
ae Works of Mr. Needler; in 1735 of the Poems of his de- 
led brother-in-law Mr. Hughes, in two volumes, 12mo z 


17 737 of the Mifcellanies of his younger brother: Mr. 


ME tC << 


* MISCELLANY POEMS. 
How void of cares, ev'n from life's flowery prime, 
To languid age, her pupils paſs their time! 

From ſorrow-and perplexing buſineſs free, 

They taſte the ſweets of virtuous Liberty; 

And in their ſhady walks, and filent bowers, 


In contemplation ſpend their gliding hours. 


With Reaſon's line, theſe vainly try to ſound. 
Of Deity immenſe th' abyſs profound, 


Vet learn enough their Maker to adore, 
His bounties bleſs, and humbly hope for more. 
Thoſe pentive wander through the filent grov e, 
And 0 er Parnaſſus' verdant meadows rove. 


Jabez Hughes, for the benefit of his w YER in one volume, 
Svoz and in 1745 of the Works of the Rev. Mr. Samuel Say, 
in one volume, gto. In 1726 he married the only ſiſter of 
John Hughes eſq. whom he long ſurvived. In 1734 his tragedy 
f Lucius Junius Brutus“ was acted at Drury Lane Theatre; 
tee © Letters of Eminent Perſons,” vol. III. p. 144. It was 
publithed in 1735, and again in 1747. The Works of Ho- 
race, in Euglith Verte, by ſeveral Hands,” were publiſhed by 
him in two volumes deo. with notes, &c. in 1757. A ſecond 
edition, in four volymes 12mo. with many imitations, was 
publiſhed n 1762. In 1763 he collected and republiſhed 
„Seven Sermons by Archbiſhop Herring, on public Oc- 
„ cafions, with a biographical Preface,” He died Feb. 26, 


1769, aged 89; leaving one fon, John, M. A. one of the ſix 


preachers in Chriſt-Charch, Canterbury, &c. who was his 
alliftant in the tranſlation of Horace; and to whom I ac- 
knowledge myſelf indebted, not only for theſe poems and 
the portrait of his father, but for much uſciul afüſtance in 
This, and other publications. N. 
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n yon old domes with ſacred awe I gaze, 
Vhere Dr yden * firſt effay'd his tuneful lays z 
Vkere Milton's F Muſe her inſpiration caught, 
$\nd Fancy firſt her darling Spenſer t taught. 
O! might J here inglorious ſpend my days, 
verle ro buſy care, nor fond of praiſe ; 
The ancient Sages' moral page peruſe, 
And {ſometimes liſten to the chearful Muſe: 
lore Nature through her various windings chaſe, 
nd to the fountain-head with wonder trace : 
lere trim my lamp, my faculties refine, 
nd deck my foul with every grace divine; 
Till fit to join in heavenly hymns above, 
y humble Virtue, and victorious Love, 
Ihis mouldering clay, contented, I might leave, 
nd at the laſt a fadeleſs crown receive! 


HE KL 02-K 
AN EPIGRAM, FROM THE LATINg 
BY MR, W. DUNCOMBE | 


| N O longer than one fleeting day 
| Does the fair Roſe its charins dif; plav : : 
At morn, triumphantly it blooms, 
And ſpreads around its rich perfumes, 
But, fee! its tranſient glory dies, 
Soon as night's ſable ſhades ariſe. 


* Trinity College. . l, M . EE, „„ 
+ Chrilt's College. D. · Pembroke Hall. D. 
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T:0 RU Nr AIs, 


ON HIS COMING TO AGE, 


NOV. zo, 1719. 
BY MR. W. DUNCOMBEF. | 


__ - « func, Macrine, diem numera mel.ore lapiiloy 
40 Qui tibi labentes apponit candidus ap nos. 
„ Funde merum Genio — © Px RSIVS, Sat, ii. 


8 HINE bright, O Sun! and deibly gild the morn, 
On which the lov'd E uryalus was born! | 
1 | May no dark cloud obſcure thy chearful = , 
pure as his ſoul, and as his humour gay 
And vob, dear youth, with wonted ſmiles attend 
The timely counſel of your faithful friend. 
To Heaven, as Right demands, devote vour bloom, 
As morning incenſe wafts a rich perfume. 
To no frail man a blind obedience pay, 
But let ſage Reafon's voice your judgement way. 
As Juſtice wills, allow to all their due; 
And, ſpite of intereſt, to your word be true. 
The poor, unaſk'd, with ready hand relieve, 
And cordial counſel to th' allied give, 


* Mr. John Carleton. This amiable young gentleman 
died in September 1726, greatly regretted by all who had the 
happineſs of his acquaintance. D. 

15 . + «I was excecdingly pleaſed with the tte to DR 
; in MS.] and never read any in thet train which are good, 
« without reflecting how well it would go with the world, if 
| ([ ethe Mules were always retained in the ſervice of Virtue.” 
| Archbiſhop Herring to the Author, See his Letters, p. 9. D. 
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TO EURYALUS.. 7 
With manly fortitude your breaft prepare, 
The roughett ſtorms of chequer'd life to bear, 
Be reſolutely bold your ſword to draw 
In the defence of civil rights and law, | 
With Temperance to conduct you, take the way 
That leads to death by unperceiv'd decay. 
Let Prudence every thought and aCtion guide, 
Between th' extremes of meanneſs and of pride. 
Numbers each day by Gaming are undone; 
That fatal peſt with timely caution ſhun, 
Be not too free: with few your ſecrets ſhare, 
And choole your friends with nice-diſcerning care; 
Bur, when their faith and merit vou have try'd, 


Let Death alone the ſacred bond divide. 


Weigh well the conſequence with cool debate, 
Before you quit the peaceful ſingle ſtate: 5 
Let not a Beauty's faſcinating eyes 

Your generous ſoul unwarily ſurpriſe ; 


Nor court th' applauded Witling, ever prone 


To ſneer and ſcorn all merit, but her own; 
But chooſe the Fair whom milder virtues grace, 
And prize good temper more than wit or tace, 
Happy, who with each ſocial charm can bind 
In grateful chains the pure untainted mind; 
And happy he, who, w.thing not to roam, 

Still meets the ſource of every joy at home. 
Aim to promote the welfare of mankird; 


Think hte a gift for public good defign'd ; 
Thus ſhall no blot your reputation ſtain, 


And the whole man immortal glory gain 12 | 
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EPIGRAM, BY MR. W. DUNCOMBE, 
| 10 THE MEMORY OF PETER W e 
3 EMPEROR OF RUSSIA. 
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WRITTEN IN MARCH, 1724. 


‚ 

0 deck wich arts a rough barbarian race, 

| And polith them with every manly grace; 

| To chaſe the thades of ignorance profound, 
1 And ſpread the beams of knowledge all around; 


| To brighten and exalt the human ſoul, 5 
1 And ſtill conſult the welfare of the whole: 
1% It theſe be acts more worthy of applauſe, 


Than with wild havock, in Ambition's cauſe, . 
To conquer kingdoms, to lay waſte and burn, 
And peaceful ſtates with reſtleſs rage o'erturn, 
Then Ruſſia's Czar with greater glory reign'd, | 
"Than was by Philip's ſon, or Cæſar nd. 


FROM BION, IDYLL. v. BY THE SAME. 


F God or Fate to man wack giv e 
In two ſucceſſive ſtates to live; | 
The firſt in ſorrow to be paſt, 
In eaſe, content, and joy, the laſt; 
I then would rack my working brain 
Wich ftudy ; and, with cealelels pain, 
Fach day my hands employ, 
Ia hopes to ſhare the promis'd joy, 
1 But ſince to all, impartial Heaven 
| i One flecting life alone has given, 


»Twere 
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Twere madneſs, ſure, that life to waſte, 
In ſcarch of wealth we ne'er ſhall dalle. 
My little is enough for me, | 
Contented in my poverty. 

It never ſinks into our heart, 

How ſoon from hence we all muſt part! 
What hope can bloom in life's laſt ſtage, 
When each delight is my by age? 


EPIGRAM, BY MR. W. DUNCOMBE. 
THE JUDGEMEN IP OP APOLLO, | 


ON THE CONTROVERSY BETW EEN MR. POPE 
AND MR. THEOBALD, 1729. 


La a des Poetes eſt jalouſe; ils bourdoanent comme 


« les abeilles, & comme elles ils ont un S N rergant, 
6c ul piquer tout ce 2 enflame leur colerc.“ 
| Fre EL. 


[* N Pope s melodious verſe the Graces ſmile 

ſn Theobald is diſplay'd ſagacious toil ; 
The Critick's ive crowns his ſubtle brow, 
While in Pope's numbers Wit and Muſic flow. 


"Theſe Bards (fo Fortune will'd) were mortal toes, - 


And ail Parnaſſus in their quarrel roſe. 

This the dire cauſe of their unbounded rage, | 

Who belt could blanch dark Shak Abad s blotted page. 
Apollo heard, and weigh'd each party's plea, 

Then thus pronounc' th' immutable decrce : 
„Theobald, 'ris thine to ſhew what Shakſpeare writ ; 
„But Pope ſhall reign ſupreme. in Poetry aud Wit.” 

| 1 8 1 
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TO EBEUGEN I A.. 


1 . vt 25566 4a Ar ” 
4s AIST +4: „„ 


BY MR W. DU N c OM F. 


| 1 . O that a portion of the heavenly fire, [lyre, 
if | Which beam'd its radiance round thy brother 5 t 
|. Might animate my Muſe ! No vulgar lays, 1 5 
1 Accompliſh'd Maid ! ſhould then exalt thy praiſe. . 
1 | Good fenfe and wit, the grave and ſprightly, join 'd, 
S Hare form'd the balance of Eugenia's mind, 
0 All focial virtues, by her looks confeſt, 
| | Delight to lodge in her indulgent breaſt ; 


Each varying ſcene well-diſciplin'd to bear, 
Whether Life's ficeting lamp be dim or clear : 


— cis 


1% Benev olence, and every milder grace, 

1 Slo in her heart, and ſmile upon her face. 
4. Perone to commend, and ever loth to blame, 
| 4 She hates detraction, oft the ſex's ſhame ; 


To viſits, plays, aſſemblies, uninclin'd, 

At home ſtill covets to improve her mind; 

Nor fond of dreſs, but ſimply neat, ſhe warms, 
And holds th' enamour'd heart with native charms. 
But, when the ſweet ſpinner, with ſhapely hands 


1 And nimble touch, ſhe ſkilfully commands, 1 
| | j : With joy and wonder on the Fair we gaze, 

1 And ſilent rapture leaves no voice for praiſe ; 

: 4 ; . | 

| | 1 | Miss Elizabeth Hoghes, afterwards married to the au- 
| | 4 thor. D. 1 

I + John Hughes eſquire, the celebrated poet. N. Ot 
if FOE . „ 
1 > 

1 | 
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Co nn 74 
Age ſtands awhile unconſcious of decay, 
And fleeting Time ſteals unperceiv'd away: 
Prudence and Truth her every thought control, 
And ſpotleſs Piety refines her ſoul. 
To Heaven's difpoſal ſhe reſigns her wall, 
Not ſwol'n with good foccels, nor ſunk with ill; 
And ſcorns, by Hope ſupported, to repine 
At human woe, the price of bliſs divine ! 


This faint, but faithful draught, who copies well,. | 
As . — and Chriſtian, will _ 


THE HAN bei 


A PHILOSOPHICAL POEM. 


INSCRIBED TO THE MEMORY OF SIGNOR GALILEO, 
INVENTOR OF THE TELESCOPE. 


B Y N R. W. DVUNCOMBE. 


F II E curious ſtructure of the Hand ſurvey, 
Whoſe various uſes various art diſplay. 

This little buſy ſervant of mankind _ 

Obeys each diftate of th” impulſive mind. 


* Printed in the Chriſtian's Magazine 10 hs 1765, 

7. 519.—The late Reverend Dr. Ridley thus expreſſed himſelf 
on that occaſion : „I think myſelf greatly obliged to you for 
* your poem © On the Hand;“ and you muſt give me leave 
«© to cenſure your indolence, or niggardneſs, for Keeping \ your 
band ſo long in your pocket. But as you have at length 
«given it to the publick, they in return will give you both 5 
the irs — Et cutrat dextera leave !" | 


| | From a MS. Litter to the Aller. 3 
We e re Four 
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Four fingers 1nward turn, one outward bends, 


Which aid to each, or all, harmonious lends ; 
With triple joints the fingers are ſupply'd, 


NIuſcles and tendons each like pulleys guide: 
Thus we can objects hold of lighter weight, 
And from the ground laborious lift the great, 
The middle joint a hollow tendon ſways, 
Another, more minute, within it plays, 


Whole ruling force the outmoſt joint obeys. 
Theſe to the bone are brac'd, leſt they impede, 
Or interrupt, the pliant finger's ſpeed, 


Each finger's end th' Artificer Divine 
Has cloath'd with ſkin, moſt exquiſitely fine 


_ Which every object's different + texture learns, : 


And all their varying qualities diſcerns. 

As canes are tipt with iron at the end, 

The nails, like ſhields, the upper part FEA 
Had I a hundred mouths, a hundred tongues, 


Aad were my breaſt ſupply'd with brazen lungs, 


The) 


„ « Digitorum contractio facilis, faciliſque <orredtio, proj 


« ter molles commiſffuras et artus, nullo in motu laborat.” 


Cic. de Natura Deorum. 
+ Mr. Boyle gives an account of a blind man who was 
able to diſtinguith the colours of filks by touching them with 


his fingers. 
Biihop Burnet relates, in one of his letters from Italr 


te that the daughter of Mr. Gody, a miniſter of St. Gervais 


Geneva, (at witoſe houſe he lodged) had been deaf fror 


« her infancy, and could yet underſtand what was ſaid b! 


6 thote tie had been vied to, by leews, the motion of the. 
„% mouths 


VV 
They all would fail to tell each various uſe, 
This ſmall machine is fitted to produce. 
Wich this we ſow, with this we reap, our corn; 
The land with trees, or ſtately domes, adorn; 


The ſtubborn ſteel in glowing forges mould, 


And tear from parent Earth her hoarded gold. 

By this wild * beaſts with weapons we deſtroy; 

By this we rear, and for our ule employ, 

Domeſtic animals. To this we owe 

Our ſturdy oxen labouring in the 4 

The ewe her fleece, the cow her milk, attords, 

And the laborious bee her balmv hoards. . 

The generous horſe, obedient to the rein, * 

Flies with his rider ſwiftly o'er the plain, 

Or drags the gilded car, or groaning wain. 

Sce ! loaded camels, many a lonely day, 
atient of thirſt, with toilſome march, convey, 

In caravans, the riches of the Eaſt, 

Along th' Arabian wild, or Libvan waſte, 


© mouths ; ſo that if they wanted to ſpeak to her in the 
« night, it was neceflary to light a candle. But the could 
«underſtand what her ſiſter, who had been bred-up with © 
« her, ſpoke in the dark, by laying her hand on her mouth.” 
He ſays © he examined this matter critically.” Biihvp 
Burnet's Travels, Letter IV. p. 290. In the latter inſtance, 
the marvellous ſeems greatly to loſe fight of the probable. D. 
* « Quiſquis es iniquus zſtimator ſortis human, cogita 
© quanta nobis tribuerit parens noſter, quanta valentiora ani- 
„% malia ſub jugum miſerimus, quanta veloclora conte ans 

„quam nthil fit mortale non ſub ictu noſtro poſitum.“ 
Seneca de Benetictis, lib, ii. cap. 2 


The 
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The ſpoils of elephants allure the eye, 
Decking the ſtarely dome with ivory. 

Th' enormous whale, of harping ſteel the prize, 
Our lamps with oil in wintery nights ſupplics ; 
And his fam'd bone, of every Fair the pride, 

Can give that ſhape which Nature has deny'd. 

| Behold the hound the flying doe purſue, 

And ſcent her footſteps in the tainted dew, 

Wich ſubtle eye in many a winding maze, 
Train'd to the ſport, the ranging ſpaniel ſtrays ; 
Then ſtops; and, pointing, ſhews where lies conceal's 
The covey, couching in the ſtubbled field. 

"The ſwift-wing'd hawk obeys the Falconer's lure, 1 
And ſoars aloft; till, of his prey fecure, 

With headlong ſpeed he drops; and ſtrikes from high 
The burniſh'd pheaſant, glittering in the ſky. 

Through winding burrows red- ey u ferrets trace 

Their panting game; and, urg'd with cager chace, 
(Their mouths clos'd-up) with pointed talons tear, 

Till out it bolts into the claſping ſnare. 

The ductile Hand is ready too, we find, 
To trace the nobler dictates of the Mind. 
Ihe living figures, that on canvaſs glow, 
Streams, mountains, lawns, and groves, to this we owe. 
Thus, while the vulgar periſh in the duſt, 
The hero triumphs on the marble buſt, 
Thus ſtately domes and hallow'd temples riſe, 
_ © Whence clouds of grateful incenſe reach the ſkies, 
| To praiſe the Power, who this fair frame defign'd, 
And gave the Hand obedient to the Mind! 
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By this we on the lute and organ raiſe, 
In ſolemn ſounds, our great Creator's praiſe. 
oft flutes, by ſkilful fingers touch'd, conſpire 
Vith warbling ſtrains to fan the ſacred fire. 
The larger tube, that ranges unconfin'd 
Yer the wide ſky, and opens to mankind 
Vorld above world, by ſtated laws control'd, 
Lound other {uns by heavenly wiſdom roll'd; 
And that ſmall glaſs, which ſhews the.countleis ſtore . 
f animated atoms, hid before; | 
Vich wondrous art by human minds were plann' d, 
Pur owe their uſe and ſtructure to the Hand! 
y this, we floating wooden caſtles rear, 
und teach th' inconſtant winds and ſeas to bear 
Jur native wealth to every foreign ſhore, 
And to Britannia bring their various ſtore, 
a theſe imported, o'er Emilia's brows 
The ſapphire ſparkles, and the ruby glows ; 
Vhile brilltants with unnumber'd rays ſurpriſe, 
nd almoſt. match the luſtre of her eyes : 
heir warmth the ſables to her breaſt impart, 
And caſtor chears the ſad deſponding heart. 
The Indian tortoiſe vields his clouded ſhell, 

2d Perſian worms with ſilk the tribute ſwell. 
we. Mreat Archimedes form'd his brazen ſphere * 
By this; in which, as rolls the circling year, 

ach planet's courſe was regularly ſeen, 

s if ſome active power had dwelt within; 


I" 


* Archimedis ingenivm divinum, in mundo opificio 
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Deum fere ipſum laceſſere viſum eſt, quando tam concinna 


14 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
It ſhew'd in Summer why a flood of day 
The ſun pours forth; but ſhines with feebler 1 ray 
In Winter; how Eclipſes from our ſight 
Veil his bright beams, and Cynthia's filver light, 
Diſmaying man and beaſt ! What cauſe delays 
The Summer's night, and ſhortens Winter days. 
Immortalis'd by this, the Bard and Sage 
Still charm, and ſlill improve each riſing age: 
Hence with our thoughts and knowledge we alorn 
By characters the nations yet unborn. 
But let us liſten to the ſoothing ſtrains, 
In which the Philoſophic Bard * complains, 
„ + Thar, like a failor, by the tempeſt hurVd 
-« Afſhore, the babe is ſhipwreck'd on the world : 
Naked he lies, and ready to expire, 
6 Helpleſs of all, that human wants require; 
| | .cc Expos'd 


=? Stn conflaſſe. Txreum memoratur, vt inibi Son vi- 
« ſerentur planetæ, et ratione incomparabili etiam motus 
e veriſimè deprehendatur.“ Cœlius Rhodiginus, 
Cwlus here calls it a brazen ſphere, whereas in Claudian 
it is ſaid to be made of cryſtal. Perhaps they may be thus 
reconciled: The inſtrument itſelf was probably compoſed 
of braſs, and covered with a x ery caſe, 
Lucretius. | 
+ Tum porro puer, ut ſævis projectus ab undis 
% Navita, nudus humi jacet, infans, indigus omni 
Vitali auxilio, cum primòùm in luminis oras 
Nixibus ex alvo matris Natura profudit; 
4 V agituque locum lugubri complet, ut æquum'ſt, 
% Cui tantum in vita reſtet tranſire malorum. 


« At 
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CV 
© Expcs'd on this unhoſpitable earth, 
From the firſt moment of his hapleſs birth; 
Strait with:foreboding cries he fills the room, 
Too ſure preſages of his future doom 
But flocks, and herds, and every ſavage beaſt, | 
By more indulgent Nature are increas'd ; 

They want no rattles for their froward mood, 

No nurſe to reconcile them to their food | 

« With broken words; no wintery blaſts they fear, 

Nor change their habits with the changing year: 

Nor for their ſafety citadels prepare, 

Nor forge the wicked inſtruments of war. ; 

© Ualabour'd Earth her bounteous treaſure grants, 
„And Nature's laviſh hands tupply their common 

| «© wants,” 

Such the warm dictates of this runeful Sage, 

n reaſon weak, though elegant his page; 

or the Firſt Cauſe, ſupremely good and wiſe, 

Vith conſcious ſouls the human race ſupplies, 

To plan, contrive, invent, and gives us Hands 

Active to execute the Soul's commands. 


At variæ creſcunt pecudes, armenta, ems : 
Nec crepitacula eis opu' ſunt, nec cuiquam adkibenda' 
Alma nutricis blanda atque infracta loquela: 
Nec varias quærunt veſtes pro tempore cœli. 
Denique non armis opus eft, non mœnibus altis, 
eis ſua tutentur, quando omnibus omnia * 
Tellus ipfa parit, Naturaque dædala rerum.“ 
Lucretius, lib. v. 223. 


o Lord Sbaſteſbory' 5 88 Tract v. P. 
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And thus in man the Hand ſupplies the place 
Oft teeth, horns, talons, in the lavage race. 
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Te breathe that grateful lay, and touch that tunc ful 
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As men for ſocial beings God intends, 
The ſocial inſtincts anſwer all the ends 


Of ſtrength and weapons in che brutal kind; 
For tender Love impels the Parent's mind 
To cheriſh, clothe, and feed the helpleſs child; 


While heavenly inſtinct, with indulgence mild, 
To rear and guard it, makes his boſom glow; 


And virtuous deeds their own reward beſtow, + 
'Ev'n in their riper years our youth we hold 
In ſage Inſtruction's bands; to Virtue mould 


Their minds yet pliant; and with honour train 


To ſhun falſe jovs, and bravely ſuffer pain. 
We own that beaſts their cloathing ever wear; 


'Sheep pant beneath the fleece in ſultry air ; 
But we our habits with the changing year 
And climate change; as heat or cold require, 


Are cooly dreſt, or clad in warm attire, 


In Winter cloth, in Summer filks delight, ; 
And, wrapt in wool, we brave the dewy night. 
Arms to defend us, of each different kind, 
The Fingers forge, directed by the Mind ; 


Hail, gracious Sire] for thou haſt form'd the Hand, 
And thus prepar'd it for the Soul's command ; 
My grateful lay ſhail in thy praife be fung, 
And to thy praiſe my tuneful lyre be ſtrung, 
Long as my Voice and Fingers can conſpire 


Iyre. 


Q N 


t 71 


on THE MARRIAGE 
I or MISS MARY COWPER, OF HERTINGFORDBURY, 
5 TH WILLIAM DE GREY, ESQUIRE *, OF 

| NORFOLK. NOVEMBER 12, 1743+ 


BY MR. W. DUNCOMBE. 


' POLLO'S and fiir Fancy's decking child, 
On whom her ſiſter Mules early ſmil d; 
The nightingale, whoſe carols ſooth'd the groves, 
Where limpid Lea in ſmooth meanders roves; 
Enchanting Cowper ! to a blooming ſwain. 
Ot race belov'd through all th' Icenian plain f., 
Of gentle manners, and well-cultur'd mind, 
Is in the bands of ſacred wedlock join c. 
Hail, happy pair! may this auſpicious day, 
Another Orpheus to the world diſplay ; 
lis own Calliope will fondly train 
he riſing Bard; and on th' obſequious brain 
The virtues trace; politer arts inſpire, 
und tune his ſoul with her inchanting 1vre 
And thou, to whom ſo rich a prize is given, 
-heriſh the Nymph, and thank induigeat Heaven; 
Bleſs'd in the joys ſhe only can impart, 
ll, by the charms that won, preter ve her heart. 


* The proſent 1 very able Lord Chief J Rice of the Court 
ul Wi Common Pleas. D. 


+ Norfolk. D. 
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Tne ſnow diſſolves before the weſtern gale, 
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To life renew'd, the budding trees awake, 
Oer beaſts and birds, reſumes her welcome rein; 


And beaſts obey the genial call of Love. 
Hence firſt the venerable rite begun, | 


For me, the Spring of life ſhall bloom no more; 


u MISCELLANY POEMS. 


ro D¹ A HD EY, 
oN VALEN NTINE'S DAY, 7560. 
BY MR, W. DUNCOMBE, / 


E E Daphne, fee ! the ſun with purer light 

Now gilds the morn, and chaſes gloomy night; 
Advancing, each return, with brighter beams, 
He ſpreads his glories o'er the fields and fireams. 


And vernal flowers adorn the ſmiling vale. 


And from the ſtem the roſeate bloſſoms break: 
The Cyprian Queen o'er every grove and plain, 


The birds are pair'd, and warble through the grove, 


For ayes paſt convev'd from fire to fon, 

For every ſwain on this anſpictons day, 

To chooſe ſome maid, the coming year to fwayz 
To crop the violet and primroſe fair, 

And deck with decent wreaths her gloſſy hair. 
For me, (content with what wife Heaven ordains, 
This chequer'd ſcene, alternate joys and pains ;) 


Nor Summer ſhine, nor Autumn ſpread her ſtore 5 - 
Winter alone, with chearleſs hand, will ſhed, 
Henceforth, the ſnow of age around my head. 


# Miſs Mulſo, now Mrs. Chapone. D. 


Bu 


To D Ar H N E. . 


nut, though this clay- built tenement decline, 
still may th' immortal gueſt unclouded ſhine ; 
And, if Eutcrpe not diſdain to ſmile, 
Your Bard from Helicon, with pleaſing toil, 
Vin with freſh flowers unfading garlands tw ine, Fa 
To crown his ſweetly-warbling V aleatine. 


0 THE MEMORY OF THE REV. MR. SAY +, 

FROM BROUKHUSIUS. BY MR. w. DUNCOMBE, 
UCH was thy life; thy learning ſuch confeſt ; 
An humble heart, with native genius bleſt ! 
Lover of peace, peace did thy footſteps guide 

Vith more content than the tumultuous tide 
loud applauſe can give. No angry ſtrife 
Ruffled the tenor of thy even life. 
Thy fair example ſhone with mildeſt light, 

Pure as the falling ſnow's unſullied white. 

n purple radiance clad, to thee are given 

lanſions of blils; a deniion of Heaven! 
Vhere joys on Joys in endleſs circles more; 
Vhere Saints, alternate, warble facred love; 

nd, join'd with Angels, in one tuneful choirs 

ouch, to their Maker's praiſe, the golden lyte! 

Hail, holy Father, new- adopted gueſt | 
If ſtarry realms ! ſtill in my grateful breaſt | 
ne dear remembrance of thy name ſhall reſt. 

1745. 


* Of Mr. Say, ſome unpubliſhed poems ſhall be given, Of 
e moderns, Broukhuſius was his favourite poet. N. 
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CHARACTERS. BY MR. w. DUNCOMBE, 
CLARIND *. 


\L ARINDA'S charms, without the aid of art, 
With native force prevail upon the hearts 
Whoever dares her lovely form ſurvey 1 
Unwittingly becomes an eaſy prey. 
Thus heedleſs moths round ſome fair taper fly, 
Fond of the light, till by its flame they Ws: 


5 2 11 44. 


THE Loves and Graces reign without control 
In beauteous Selima's more beauteous foul. 455 
No gloomy ſorrow can admiſſion find, 
Nor anxious care diſturb her eaſy 1 4 "i 
Mild as the Spring. and as the Summer gay, 
When not one cloud deforms the ſmiling day! 


E L 1241. 


w HE N {i vmmetry of form and virtue meet, | 
Their union make the happy Maid complete. 


* Miſs Clara Lowndes, daughter of William Lownd 
eſq. Secretary to the Treaſury in Queen Anne's reign, wel 
known by the name of“ Ways and Means Lowndes * af 
tetwards married to Peter Leheup, eſq. D. | 

1 1 Miſs Sarah Lowndes, afterwards married to * Dur- 

—_ h eſq. of Barley-End, Bucks. D. 

4 + Miſs Elizabeth Lowudes, married to John Duncombe 

' 4 of Stocks, the author's brother. D. Ss 

$11 e Buck 
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uch is Eliza, deck'd with « every grace, 

A ſoul unſpotted, and a faultlcts face. 

hus opens to the morn the damaſk roſe, 

and thus the brilliant diamond 18 1 | 


1 0 A YounG LADYs, 


CURLING HER HAIR. 


FROM THE LATIN OF DR. LOWTH, 
NOW BISHOP OF LONDON. 


"SL MR. . DUNCOMBE. 


CORRECTED BY BISHOP LOWTH. 


No longer ſeek the needleſs aid 
Of ſtudious Art, dear lovely Maid! 
Vainly, from fide to fide, for bear 
To ſhift thy glaſs, and braid each ſtraggling hair. 


As the gay flowers, which Nature yields 
Spontaneous on the vernal fields, _ 
Delight the fancy more than thoſe 

Which gardens trim arrange in equal rows 


As the pure rill, whoſe mazy train 
The prattling pebbles check in vain, 
Gives native pteafure, while it leads 
Its random waters, winding through the meads 3 


As birds, the groves and ſtreams among, 
In artleſs ſtrains the vernal ſong 
| _Warbling, their wood - notes wild repeat, 
And ſooth the ear, irregularly ſweet; 


* Miſs Molineux, of Wincheſter. D. | 
8 80 


22 MISCELLANY POEMS. : 
2 So ſimple dreſs and native grace 1 
Will beſt become thy lovely face } I 
For naked Cupid ſtill ſufpeCts, 
In artful ornaments, conceal'd defeQs. 
Ceaſe then, with idly cruel care, | 
Jo torture thus thy flowing hair; 
O!] ceaſe, with taſteleſs toil, to ſhed _ 
A cloud of ſcented duſt around 5 bead. 


Not Berenice's locks could boaſt 
A grace like thine ; among the hoſt 
Of Hark, though radiant now they riſe, 
And add new luſtre to ihe ſpangled ſkies 2 


Nor Venus“, when her charms divine, 
Improving in a form like thine, | 
She gave her treſſes unconfin'd 

To play about her neck, and wanton in a the wind. 


The author here alludes to the beautiful deſcription d 5 
Venus in the firſt book of the ZEneid, where ſhe meets XnexM 
in the habit of a huntreſs, as he was going towards Carthage: 
« Cui mater media ſeſe tulir obvia ſylvi, 
% Virgins os ee gerens, & virginis arma 
1 Spartan — — _ 
« Namque humeris de mare habilem 88 arcum | 
« Venatrix, dederatque comam diffundere ventis: 
„ Nuda genu, nodoque ſinus collecta fluentes.” n. I. 322 
«A huntreſs in her habit and her mien, 
« Her dreſs a Maid, her air confeſs'd a Queen. 
Bare were her knees, and knots her garments bind; 
« Looſe was her hair, and wanton'd in the wind; - 
6 Her hand tuſtain' a a bow; her * hung behind.“ 
Dryden. 
0 
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_ FSIN CE SIR EDW. ARD WILMOT, BART. 8 


| lrurs rA To HIS MAJESTY. 


BY M R. w. DUNCOMBE, 2 


x W I T H doubrful firife, Humanity and Art 


For conqueſt vie in Wilmot's head and heart. 


L On his lov'd ſon Apollo did beſtow _ 

E The healing power, and words to ſoften woe. 
: With ſ{ympathiting eyes and tender mind 

: He views the maladies of human-kind ; _ : 
Reprieves the languid patient from the grave, 


| 


while Pity fooths whom Medicine cannot fave ! 


AN EPISTLE TO GEORGE JEFFREYS ®, ESQ. 


WRITTEN IN THE BOWLING-GREEN HOUSE 
AT STOCKS IN HERTFORDSHIRE, MAY, 1746. 
BY. HE NK 
F RO M this ſweet place to you I write, 
Where every object charms the * 

A riſing theatre of hills | 
ro North and Eatt the proſpect fills 
With flocks and woods; a grove behind, 
Where oft, to penſive thought inclin'd, 
I rove; and call the learned dead 
To life; while, perching o'er my head, 


* of this | ingenious Poet ſome ſpecimens hall be given. 
C 4. EEE | 2 
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The birds, ſoft-warbling, ſooth the breaſt, 


And gently lull to grateful reſt, 
Here rich perfumes, from bloſſom'd trees, 1 


Regale the ſmell with every breeze. 


Behold each leaf and vernal flower 
Driplay the wile Creator's power, 
And, opening by degrees, unfold 


Its curious texture, clofely roll'd. 

Von riſing neſts, fo nicely wrought, 
Appear the work of heavenly thought; 
Guided by this, the chemiſt bee 


Plans with ſuch frugal fymmerry 
Her waxen dome; then, ſtudious, fills = 
With Nature's ſweets z which ſhe diſtills 


From herbs and flowers. To pleaſe the , 


Von garden“ yields a plain repaſt 


A kitchen-garden, adjoining to the Bowling-green. 


Of various pulſe; delicious fare 


When Summer's ſuns enflame the air. 
At morn or eve, for our delight, 
For health and keener appetite, 

By hopes of conqueſt fir'd, we roll, 


O'er the fmooth lawn, the winding bowl. 


But ceaſe, fond Muſe, thy chearful ſtrain z 
A gloom o'erſpreads this happy plain: 
No more this vernal fcene can pleaſe 
The tufted hills, and bloffom'd trees, 


Since good Favonius +, day by day, 
| Bends to the grave with ſwift decay. 


D. 


+ John Duncombe, eſq. the author's . then in a 
very declining ſtate of health, bo 


With 


N 


TO MR. JEFFREYS «us 
Wich him the woods now ſeem to ſigh, | 
The winds in hoarſer murmurs fly ; 
The cowſlips fade; the birds prolong 
In heavier notes their jarring ſong : 
More ſad ſweet Philomel complains ; 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, my Muſe, thy chearful ſtrains ! 


DESCRIPTION OF STOCKS-HOUSE, 
= axD THE COUNTRY ABOUT IT. 1739, | 
7 3Y JOHN DUNCOMBE, ESQ, OF STOCKS. 


DENEATH a ſteep, but green and chearful hill, 
This ancient venerable manſion “ ſtands. 
Its front two colonades of elms o'erlook, _ 
And ſkreen it from the piercing eaſtern blaſts. 
hrough the high arches, as in perſpective, 
er a wide field of waving corn, is ſcen 
\ hanging wood; whoſe cloſe-embowering trees 
Gradual aſcend ; and ſeem to touch the clouds; 
Eclipſing for a time the riſing ſun. 
The hill commands a lovely vale, which vields 
various proſpect to the wandering eye. 
fl he tituation and the manſion low, 
Both ſuit the owner's unaſpiring mind. 
ontent with what kind Providence beſtows, 
le envies not the glaring pomp of courts, | 
or covets wealth, nor higher would aſcend 
han to the ſummit of that healthful hilt, 


* Taken down and rebailt by Arnold Duncombe, eſq. the | 5 | 
uthor's ſon, in 17735 not a year belore his death. D. 
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From whence, without repining, he beholds 
VUnnumber'd fields and meadows not his own; 
Joyful looks down upon his humble cell, 

And bleſſes Heaven for his propitious lot. 

| Cloſe on the Weſt a little garden lies, 

For uſe, not pleaſure, rais'd ; bordering on this 
A level green; from — a theatre 1 
Of hills we view : part crown'd with lofty woods, . 
Part cloath'd with turf, and ſpread with bleating flocks, | 
Which to the eye, at diſtance ſeen, appear = 2 
Like a green ſilken robe with ermine ſpots. 

Another ſide, a walk of vaulted limes : 
| (Like ſome high Gothic temple's nave ere) 

Leads to a wood of venerable beech, 5 0 
Whoſe awful ſhade ſecludes the mid-day ſun ; 

For contemplation fit, and calm receſs ! 

The turtle here, to ſooth the penſive mind, 

Cooes to his mate in melancholy ſtrains: _ 

Here darkling ſings the waketul nightingale, 

The various wood-lark, and the tuneful thruſh 3 

Muſic, to Reaſon's ear more charming far 

Than the fam'd concerts on the banks of Thames. 
The cleanly dairy of the neighbouring farm, 

Freſh from the cow, ſupplies her milky ſtore ; 

| Sweet as the neCtar of old Homer's Gods! 

Let one thing ſtill is wanting to complete 
The beauties of this wild romantic ſcene ; | 
(But where 's the place, or who the happy man, 
That to perfection Jays a juſt pretence ?) 

No ſwelling tide, or gently-murmuriog rill, 


Flows 
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H Flows through the garden, or the fertile fields ; 
nut from the cavern'd earth we raiſe the ſtream 
Z By a huge wheel, a length of cab'e ſtrong, 

I And chain, to flow-aſcending bucket fix d; 

& But, when at laſt with weary ſte ps obtain'd, 
ris milky ſweet, and as the cryſtal clear; 

I But toil enhances ey ery gift of Heaven. 

1 | Bleſſings like theſe, ev'n with a ſmall eſtate, % 
To a well-nurtur'd mind can give content; 
Vore will not fill the miſer's craving . 


JJ.“ ͤ EST HQ 
BY MISS PENNINGTON 6 
H AIL, roſeate Morn ! returning light! 
To thee the ſable Queen of Night 5 
Reluctant vields her ſway; 
And, as ſhe quits the dappled ſkies, 
On glories greater glories riſe, 
To greet the dawning day. 
O'er tufted meads gay Flora trips; 
Arabia's ſpices ſcent her lips; 
Her head with roſe-buds crown'd; 
Mild Zephyr haſtes to ſnatch a kits, 
And, fluttering with the tranſient bliſs, 
Wafts fragrance all around. 


* Daughter of the Reverend Mr. Pennington, Redor of 
Huntingdon. - She died in 1759, at the age of 25. She is 
juſtly celebrated by Mr. Duncombe, in “ The Feminead,” 
(Pearch's Collection, vol. IV. p. 184.) for her “Copper Far- 
„thing, which is preſerved in “The Repoſitory,” publiſhed 
by Dilly in 1777, vol. I. p. 131. Her « Ode to a Thruſh'““ 


is in Dodſley's Collection, vol. V. p. 313 N. | 
"Ro The 
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The dew-drops, daughters of the Morn, 
With ſpangles every buſh adorn, 

Ard all the broider'd vales ; 


Their voice to thee the linnets raiſe, 


The lark, ſoft-trilling 1 in thy praiſe, 
Aurora, fiſing. hails ! | 


While Nature now, in lively veſt | 


Of gloſſy green, has gaily dreſt 


Each tributary plain; 


While blooming flowers and bloffom'd trees, 
Sokt-waving with the vernal breeze, 


Exult beneath thy reign ; 4 
Shall I, with drowly poppies crown'd, 


By ſleep in ſilken fetters bound, 


The downy God obey ? 


Ah, no! Through yon embowering grove, 


Or winding valley, let me rove, 
And own thy chearful ſway ! 


For thort-liv'd are thy pleaſing powers 


| Paſs but a few uncertain hours, 
And we no more ſhall trace 


Thy dimpled cheek and brow ferene; 
Or clouds may gloom the ſmiling ſcene, 
And frowns deform thy face. 


So in life's youthful bloomy prime, 


We ſport away the fleeting time, 
Regardleſs of our fate ; 
But, by ſome unexpected blow, 


Our giddy follies we ſhall know, 


And mourn them when c late! 


A RID- 


r 


1 n 1 D 
BY MISS PENNINGTON 


+ AVRORA, clad in roſy veſt, k 
_ = (Her hair with dewy woodbines dreſt} 
Hhluſbing to make Apollo wait, 
4 Had now unbarr'd the Eaſtern gate; 
And Phœbus driven his fiery ſteeds 
Ober azure plains and ſtarry meads; - 
When I on moſſy bank reclin'd, 
Vet not to moſſy bank confin'd, 
For I in courts and cities rove, 
Though woods and lawns I chiefly love; 
The powder'd Beau I often deck, 
And ſometimes cling round Chloe's neck, 
Or tie the waving auburn hair, 
Or grace the ſlipper of the Fair; 
Around her bed I often hover, 
And oft the uſeful toilet cover; 
The ſplendid barge ſometimes adorn, 
And on the peacock's tail am borne ; 
In village-church am often found, 
The hallow'd walls I mantle round; 
Am ever at the Poet's call, A 
And add a charm to gay Vaux-hall ; 
On ancient venerable romb, 
And, midſt brown ſhade of cloiſter'd gloom, 
Where moſs and ivy twine around, 
In dreary aſpect I am found; 5 10 
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But when the cottage Maid, fo gay, 
To hail the pleafing month of May, 
Wich ruſtic dance, and ruſtic ſong, 
In neat array trips light along, 
With gayeſt looks I then appear, 
With her adorn the riſing vear ; 
And, when Death ſnatches her away, 
Will not forſake the lifeleſs clay, 


But live upon her turfy grave, 
To ſhew how much I am her ſlave. 


"HYMN TO THE MORNING STAR 
BY JONATHAN RICHARDSON ®, ESQ, | 


ERMIT me, faireſt planet, while 1 gaze, 
By thee my thoughts beyond thy ſphere to raiſe; 
Beyond thy kindred planets, far away 
To worlds remote, and everlaſting day; 
To him, on whom unnumber'd ſyſtems call, 
_ Ev'n higheſt Angels, to the God of all! 
Lord of the dawn, nor perfect day nor night, 
I joy to view thy mild, yet piercing light, 
Pride of the morning! quickly will appear 
A hercer beam, but not ſo pure, ſo clear ; 


* A portroje-painter well eſteemed, chiefly for his colour 
ing: but fince his death (which happened in 1743) known : 
alſo to the world by the truly original colouring of his poeti- 
cal Sketches, which he fty]es © Morning Thoughts,” publiſh- 
\ in do. Tr) 2906 with notes by bis ſon (then lately dead). D. 

: Thy 


F HYMN TO THE MORNING STAR. a 
. Thy ſprightly rays peculiar charms beſtow, CE: 
7 Diſtin& from all our mortal ſenſe can know, 
vet inoffenfive ! influences ſweet _— 

x Flow thence z not peſtilence, nor ſcorching hear, 
No thunder to be heard, no ſtorms to rage, 
% Quiet the ocean, as, the golden age. 7 

© Brighteſt next thee, this cannot Sirius boaſt, 

And can Orion: aſk the frighted coaſt, 

© Sweet harbinger of day! Leucothöe ſmiles, 
Spreading her paleneſs o'er the Eaſtern Iſles: 
Aurora's kindling brightneſs will nor ſtay ; 183 : 


Their floating manes the roſy ſteeds diſplay, 
Her golden car is trolling on the way, 
o linger yet, ye Goddeſſes, forbear ; 
I longer would enjoy my lovely Star ! 
Too ſoon you call Apollo from his reſt, 
His chariot not prepar'd, nor horſes dreſt. 
I rather would my Phoſphorus behold, 
His temper'd radiance, than Apollo's gold! 
Pride of the Morn ! pour forth thy brighteſt rays, 
While I thy beauty and thy goodneſs praiſe. 
Thou lead'ſt the morning with fof: pace along, 
nſpiring Nature's univerſal ſong ; 
Though moiſt with roſeate dew, nocturnal air, 
Bright are thy locks, thy countenance is fair. 
With yoyous eyes, and ſouls refreſſi'd, we fee 
hy face, O Phoſphorus ! and welcome thee. 
he Winter's ravages thou view'ſt ſecure; 
; Pitying the various ills that men endure; _ 
Pelighe'ſt to ſee the fragrant bloomy ſpring; 
© liſten when the woods awake and Be; 


Pleas d 
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Pleas'd to behold the ripening fruit and grain, 

The fanning Zephyrs, and refreſhing rain; 

On the ſmooth lake to caſt thy parting beam, 

Or dance upon the river's purling ſtream ; 

Thy face reflected on their glaſs to view, 

If not obſtructed by the riſing dew : 

But when the ſweeteſt ſeaſon 's paſt, and keen 

The froward Eaſt, thy rays are brighter ſeen. 
When thouſand thouſand ſtars adorn the ſky, 
Apollo diſtant, nor Diana nigh; | 
On the dim azure all but feebly ſhine, 

All modeſtly their beauties veil to thine. 

| The dawn appears; and now the drowſy day 

Steals on, with gentle hand, his mantle grey; 

The ſtarry hoſt by troops, though low, retire, 
All fade and die before the riſing fire; 

ole regent thou, till great Apollo's beam, 
Level'd, proclaims the, crown belongs to him. 
When Cynthia 's preſent, thou on her canſt gaze, 
And deck the heavens with thy diſtinguiſh'd blaze; 
Wich her canſt meet Apollo, though with awe, 

Nor long before the Queen of Night withdraw. 
A light ſo pure, ſo bright, ſurrounds the bleſt, 

In the glad regions of eternal reſt ! 

Thy near approaches to the lordly ſeat, 
The ſpring of unexhauſted light and heat, | 
Fill thy fair orb with thoſe refulgent ſhowers ; 
How dark and cold, comparatively ours! 
Equal thy globe, more wonderful thy ſpeed; 
So vigorous thy Pegaſcan fſtecd ! 
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- Thou wak'ſt the labouring hand“, and ſeem'ſt to ſay, 
+ Ariſe ! begin the buſineſs of the day!“ 
ro him doſt kindly offer ſome relief, 

BW hoſe ſlumbers were forbid by pain or grief. 

WT hou doſt delight my healthy active mind, 
nd till expecting thee, with pleaſure find. 

WThy ſmiles dart on me an approving light, 

WInſpire iny verſe, and guide my hand to write. 

Tell then, O Phoſphor! faireſt planer, tell, 

Vho on thy hills and flowery meadows dwell ? 
Who in thy ever-verdant foreſts ſtray, - 
nd on thy banks of pearly currents play ? 

Vho breathe thy chearing odours, while thy Spring 

Eternal does our Maker's praiſes ſing? 

What eyes undazzled can thy luſtre fee? 
Vhat bodies bear the heat beſtow'd on thee ? 

Lovely each form, and raviſhingly fair, 
heir motion graceful, and divine their air; 
lectar their drink; ambroſia is their food; 
nd pureſt ſpirits flow from pureſt blood ; 

Vith conſtant health, with heavenly vigour blcſt, 
dtill exercis'd, yet never wanting reſt . 
Ehe comfort we receive, when clos'd our eyes, 
To them variety of act ſupplics. 


* Bentley would not have failed to make a long note, to 
rove the author gave © hind ;” aud it would be of a piece 
Frith moſt of Horace and Milton. J. R. Fun. 
+ This was a natural thought for my father, who was the 
Poſt active man alive, and always * che n of 
cep. Idem. 
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No wars, diſſenſions, or cabals, have they; 

All read the laws of Nature, and obey: _ 
The rack of fear and doubting hope unknown, 
Ingratitude, or villainy, is none. = 2 

All there is love and peace, ſerene the mind 'F: 
Or warm good- will, the agitating wind. 

In innocence they paſs their tranquil days, 
Succeſlive pleaſures, and perpetual praiſe. 
Thoſe ſteady minds, untempeſted, diſdain 

To owe their happineſs to grief or pain; 

For tranſient viſitors alone are they, 

Who wound but ſlightly, and who never ſtay. 
No ſuperſtition, folly, cuſtom, law, 
Here keeps wiſe Nature's appetites in awe: - 
No danger of exceſs, reproach, or ſhame; 

Reaſon and appetite are here the ſame. 


Though Paſſion warms, they are not Paſſion's fave; 


They inſtantly poſſeſs whate er they crave. 

No calumny thoſe happy regions know z 
With friendſhip unreprov'd the ſexes glow. 
The tender rapture 1s no ſtranger here, 

But free from jealouſy, and doubt, and fear: 
Belov'd, the virgin loves ; and grants the joy; 
And, only to improve delight, is coy. 
Pure is the bliſs, no conſequence they dread ; 
And in old age ſtill blooms the genial bed. 


When length of days bids Nature's powers decline, 


Their ſhare of lite, contented, they reſign ; 
| Dying, they enter in a purple cloud, 
To be no more, or taſte _m unknown good. 


The | 


* 
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HYMN TO THE MORNING STAR. 35g 

8 The good ſupreme they know no cauſe to fear ; 

No legiſlators and no prieſts are here. 

Not free their will, nor with temptation try'd, 

Wir God their King, their Father is their guide. 

BY As all things here inanimate obey ; 

here Reaſon's powers th' obſequious paſſions ſway. 

BY One all-informing, all- ſuſtaining ſoul 

. Governs each part, and animates the whole ; ; 

No rebel man's or Angel's voice is heard; 

No angry God is there provok'd, or Devil fear d. 

All ſtand ſecure, impoſſible to fall, : 

And everlaſting good is all in all! 

Henceforth, whene'er, O Phoſphor ! I behold, 

& \Whcther in Summer's breeze, or Winter's cold „ 

From my ſafe window, or ſome diſtant hill, 

From field, grove, terrace, dell, or fuming rill, 

Thy early circlet; I my harp will ſtring, 

But to an inſtrument more noble fing, 

| A grateful heart! Nor ſhall the praiſe be thine, 

But his by whom I fing, and thou doit ſhine * ! 
Nov. 18, 1732. 


* On the above verſes (communicated to him by Mr. 
Duncombe) Archbiſhop Herring expreſſed himſelf as follows: 
„The incloſed verſes did amuſe me extremely. There is ge- 
* n1us in them, and I with his ſyſtem at the end was as prac- 
* ticable, as it is fair and beautiful; for, I ſuppoſe, (notwith- 
« ftanding our philoſophy gives ſuch high encomiums to free- 
* will) that there is not a poor mortal, (were he to take his 


tt eſtimate from this life) but would have been glad to be pla- 


ced in an unfinning obedience. But Deo aliter viſum; and, 
60 perhaps, the thought of withing it otherwiſe than it is 
may be preſumptuous.” Sce He.ring's Letters, p. 143. N. 
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DE MINIMIS MAXIMA. 
AUTORE LUDOVICO DUNCOMBE®. 


Ege ereſcit de glande altiſima quercus, 

; Et tandem patulis ſurgit in aſtra comis : 
Dumque anni pergunt, creſcit latiſſima moles ; 
Mox ſecat æquoreas bellica navis aquas. 
Angliacis hinc tama, ſalus hinc naſcitur oris, 

Et glans eſt noſtii præſidium imperii. 


TRANSLATION OF THE FOREGOING. fp 
BY MR. CHRISTOPHER PITT; 


NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 


F ROM a ſmall acorn, ſee ! the oak ariſe, 
Supremely tall, and towering in the ſkies ! 
Queen of the groves! her ſtately head ſhe rears, 

Her bulk increaſing with increaſing years: 

Now moves in pomp, majeſtic, o'er the deep, _ 

While in her womb ten thouſand thunders ſleep. 

Hence Britain boaſis her far-extended reign, 

And by th' expanded acorn rules the main. 


* See this ingenious young gentleman's verſes to the me- 
mory of Mr, Hughes, in the Engliſh Poets, vol. XXII. 
p. 14.—He was ſecond ſon of John Duncombe, Eſq. of Stocks, 
(tee p. 24-); and died at Merton College, Oxford, where he 


was a gentleman commoner, December 26, 1730, in the 
twentieth year of his age. N. 


Gn WRITTE 


TED] 


WRITTEN IN THE FOLDS OF A PIN-PAVER. 


BY MR. PITT; NOT IN HIS WORKS. 


{NF old, a hundred Cyclops ſtrove 


To forge the thunder- bolt for Jove ; 


I too employ a hundred hands, 
And travel through as many lands. 
A head I have, though very ſmall, 


But then I have no brains at all. 

The miſer locks me up with carte, 
Cloſe as his money, all the year. 

When John and Joan are both at rife, 
'Tis I find money for the wife. 

At court I make the ladies ſhine, 

I grace ev'n gracious Caroline: 

And, though I often take my way 


Through town and country, land and fea, 


I'm neither fiſh, fleſh, nor herring, 


And now I live with goody Verring *. 
THE COUNTER-HUNT. 


A Reply to Dr. Cox R 's Verſes againſt Hare and Duck. 8 
BY THE SAME; NOT IN HIS WORKS. 


URE 'tis enough to make one ſtare, 
— To lce a Coney hunt a Hare; | 
And when 1n that he fails of luck, 


To leave the Hare, and hunt the Duck. 
Doctor, you yet may loſe the day, 


Ar once the chaſer and the prey; _ 
The Hare and Duck may turn upon ve, 


And, at long run, hunt down the Coney. 


* A ſeller of pins at Blandford, Pr TT. 
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' SONG, BY ROBERT WOLSELEY *, B8Q, 


H ! blame me not, it no deſpair 
- A paſſion you inſpire can end; 
Nor think it ſtrange, too charming fair, 
If Love, like other flames, aſcend. 
If to approach a Saint with prayer 
Unworthy Votaries pretend ; 
Above all merit, Heaven and You 
To the Sincere are only due, 
Long did Reſpect awe my proud aim, 
And fear t' offend my madneſs cov er, 
Like you it ſtill reprov'd my flame, 
And in the Friend would hide the Lover, 
But, by things that want a name 
I the too bold truth diſcover. 
My words in vain are in my power, 
My looks betray me every hour. 


A FRAGMEN T. | 

BY JOHN HUGHES, ESQUIRE ö 
| NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

| O ! ſay, ye Saints, who ſhine in realms above, 

| And tune your harps to ſing eternal love, : 

When ſhall my voice attain your high degree; 4 

When ſhall my ſoul, from clouds of ſorrow free, | : 

Hear your celeſtial ſong, and aid the harmony ? 


» Of whom, ſee vol. 1. p. 135. * II. p. 105. N. 
1 A MORALE 
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A MORAL REFLECTION. 
BY MR. JABEZ HUGHES®, 


1 vain we reach at joys; in vain 
1 Through labours ſtruggle to renown; 
Soon as the hop'd-for good we gain, 
And call the flying bliſs our own, 
The withering hand of cruel Fate 
Throws all the brittle building down, 
| And cuts the thread of life, and cloſes up our date! 


Pompous a while fantaſtic man appears, 
And idly vaunts his ſpan of years ; 
| Then yields to Heaven the wandering breath i it gare, | 
And filent waſtes, forgotten in the grave! 
So the gay flowers, that on the bloomy plain 
| Bluſh in their morning pride around, 
At noon, by {udden ſhowers of rain, 
Are waſh'd aw ays and ſcatter d on the ground. 


HMV. 
* Younger brother of Mr. John Hughes, and, like him, a 
votary of the Muſes, and an excellent ſcholar. He pub- 
| liſhed, in 1714, a tranſlation of “ The Rape ot Proferpine,” 
from Claudian, and“ The Story of Sextus and Erictho,“ 
from Lucan's Pharſalia, book vi. in $vo. Theſe tranfla- 
tions, with notes, were reprinted in 12mo. in 1723. He alfa 
publiſhed, in 1717, a tranſiation of Suetonius's 6+ Lives of the 
„Twelve Czxfars,” and tranflated ſeveral 44 Novels“ from 
the Spaniſh of Cervantes, which are inſerted in * The ſelect 
“Collection of Novels and Hiſtories,” printed tor Watts, 
1729. He died January 17, 173', in the tortz-tixth year of 
his age. A. volume of his © Miſcellagies in Verſe avd 

| | D 4 « Proze” 
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HYMN. BY MR. JABEZ HUGHES, 


i F ROM every quarter of the kv, 
; Angelic bower, and bleſt abode, 
Ye awful Hoſts who dwell on high, 
Aſſemble to the throne of God. 
Thither, ye Cherubim, who guide 
The meaſur'd motion of the ſtars, 
And o' er the glittering orbs preſide, 
Informing the revolving fpheres ; 
Who, on the numerous worlds around, 
Pour dow n, from blazing ſuns, the day, 
In all your pomp of glory crown'd, 
With prompt obedience wing your way 


To your Creator's name inſpire 
H The ſong; and with mclodious noife, 
Fi Ihe harp, and ſwectneſs of the Iyre, 
8 Touch ſkiltully, and give them voice. 
Let the deep organ utter round 

Its ſwelling notes, and waken joy; 
Mt And the clear trumpet's princely ſound 
Break loudly forth, and fill the ky, 


4 And let the bright Arch- Angel raiſe 
fi The pealing ſymphony divine; 
| And in the abundance of his praiſe, 
4d Your choral voices gladly ) join. 
4 | 40 Profe” was publiſhed in 1737. His widow accompanied 
| the lady of governor Byng to Rada and died there in 


$740: See «Letters « . ee vol. I. p. 160. N. 
A N 
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AN ADDRESS 10 VALENTINE, 
ON THE RETURN OF SPRING. 


BY THE REVEREND MR, SAMUEL SAY. 
NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS, 


AL] beſt of Biſhops, and of Saints the beſt ; 
By flaming Love diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt ; 
By Love, the life in heaven, and bufineſs of the bleſt. 


Love made the world! *T'was Love alone could draw 
The diſagreeing ſeeds to Nature's law : 

Heaven ſaw th effects of Love, and bleſs d them when | 
it ſaw. 


Hence, mighty Saint, thy power; deriv'd from Love, 
Thy great commiſſion reaches all above, 
nd earth and fea beneath, and all that live and move. 


® This gentleman, who was the ſon of an ejected miniſter _ 
Southampton, after having been ſome years Paſtor of a 
fenting congregation at Ipſwich, ſucceeded Dr. Calamy 
n Weſtminſter, in the year 1723. Soon after his death, 
hich happened April 12, 1743, at the age of 68, ſeveral of 
'5 poems, and two effays in proſe, were publiſhed in one 
blume in quarto, by ſubſcription. The latter, one of which 
% On the Harmony, Variety, and Power of Numbers in 
general,“ and the other, “ On thoſe of Paradiſe Loſt in 
particular,” have been much admired by perſons of taſte 
d judgement. His only daughter is married to Mr. Toms, 
diſſenting miniſter at Hadleigh in Suffolk, See“ Letters 
of Eminent Perſons,” vol. I. p. 19. N. 


Thou 


Nor does, untimely coy, her naked form deny. 


For thee ſhould Phobus ſing, and all the tuneful Nine. 


\ 
And lovers bicls the Saint, and e crown my head with bays 


aſpir'd by thee and Love, in pairs they ſing; 


As conſcious of thy day, and fayouring thy defigns. 
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Thou call'ſt the flowers: they feel the glad command ; 
On ſunny banks in ſmiling rows they ſtand, haue 
Broke from their mother's womb, and dreſt by Nature N 


By thee the birds ſalute the welcome Spring; 


With muſic and with joy the woods and valleys ring. 
Fierce tigers yield to thee. To hear thy voice, 
The gentle hind and rugged bears rejoice, | 

And fiſhes ſcud the waves to meet their happy choice. 

See, ſee, the chearful morn ! how bright it mines | 
With larger ſteps the ſun his courſe reclines, 


All wed below, and he above would wed ; | 

The youthful Earth has dreſt her fragrant bed, 

And promiſes her ſhades, to ſhroud his radiant head. 
At his approach, the ſtorms and winter fly; 
The joyful bride her ſnowy veſt lays by, 


Ah! could thy power ſo warm Lucretia's heart, 
And make the winter there and cold depart ; [ſmart 
How would'ſt thou bleſs a wretch, and eaſe his raginy 


Coulcd'ſt thou but make her ſoul conſent with mine, 
And with her heart her anſwering hands to join, 


While I, in annual ſongs, thy name would raiſe, 
Mp ty day ſhould ſtand above the relt of days, 


FR AG 
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FRAGMENT. BY MR. SAY. 
NOT IN HIS WORKS. 


AIL, native foil ! thy flowery dales, with ſhade 
B- > Of ſtately chns and ſpreading beeches brown, 
loft may I lonely haunt, with penſive thought 
ED:lighted ; while the evening bird, conceal'd 
n thickeſt covert, tunes her mournful ſong, 
And ſooths my raviſh'd ear. Here may I lead 
My life unknown, ang wear my years away 
In harmleſs pleaſures pure; far from the crimes 
f guilty cities; till, like mellowing fruit, 
On the fair ground that nouriſh'd me I fall, 
And cloſe my eyes where firſt they ſaw the light, 
Meanwhile, Urania, deign, beneath this roof, 
hough plain, yet neat, to dwell ; and bleſs thy ſon, 
Enamour'd ! ſprinkle from the ſacred well 
Vith hallow'd waters' powerful charm, to chaſe 
Vice from the guarded door ; that nought profane 
May dare to violate the Muſes" ſeat. 


rr rx IN 4 STORM. BY THE SAME. 


ARK ! the loud Thunder rattles n the ky: | 
The Ocean foams, and lifts its billows highs 
he ſolid Earth from her foundation ſhakes, 
And every human heart with terror quakes. 
„icvcrs feel only fear: Their Father's voice 


The Rightcous own, and tremble and rejoice. 
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19 MR. THOMAS GODFREY, 
OF HODEFORD IN KENT. 
5 ALLUSION TO HORACE, BOOK 1. EPISTLE IV, 
'BY MR. SAY. NOV. 17, 1698, i 
D E AR friend, whom favouring Providence allom I 
A fruitful ſoil, that round a pleaſant ſeat : 
Lies various; paſture, arable, or wood; 
A plain with rifing hills inclos'd : what now _ 
Shall the divining Muſe ſuppoſe to engage 
Your thoughtful hours ?—Or in ſome yrove retir'd 
' You walk unſeen; in contemplation high 5 
Rai d up above the world, and ſee beneath, 
Com paſfionate, the cares and fond deſigns 
Of reſtieſs mortals, always in purſuit 
Of what they always have; fill heaping up 
Stores to be us'd, yet never uſe their ſtores. 
O blind of heart! the blifs ve ſeel;, behold 
Alrcadv in your hands !—Or elſe, with eyes 
Fix'd on ſome grave diſcourle, you now perhaps 
Conſult with antient fages how to guide 
Your life by Wildom's rules, enquiring ſtill _ 
What molt beſcems the good t enquire.—Bleſt man 
To whom your wealthy fire has left enough, _ 
Though with a partial hand; and God reveal'd 
The ſecret known to few, to very few, 
That half a great eſtate (as the wrong'd Bard * 
To a Wen brother ſung) is more than all.“ 
Happy ' ho well have learnt the precious art 


Heſiod. 
To 


o value right his gifts, and freely uſe TIA 
What God has freely ſent; nor will be bought 
ith rich temptations to enſlave your hours, 
And quit the eafe Heaven's kindneſs has indulg'd. 
hat can the careful mother more requeſt _ 
For her lov'd fon, than to be wiſe and good; 
Able to ſpcak his ſenſe ? that vigorous health 
And public fame and favour may attend 
\ well-ſpent life, and a neat table, ſpread 
Vith wholſome food convenient, though not rich, 
Wet never poor? All beyond this is mere 
Incumbrance, and the with of fools, who toil 
\s if they were to raiſe a ſtock ro-day, 
rom which to ſpend for ages! Wiſely you 
Enjoy the preſent bleſſings, and depend _ 
On heaven for what ſhall be. This hour, you think, 
May prove your laſt ; and hence to-morrow's fun, 
As unexpected, will more grateful riſe, CE 


ux NAMES CUT IN THE BARK OF A TREE 
| IN ELHAM PARK IN KENT. 
B--Y M R. $:&4:Y;:: 

T0 TEL Tank. 
F AIR Beech, that bear'ſt our interwoven names 
Here grav'd, the token of our mingled flames, 
Preſerve the mark; and, as thy head ſhall riſe, 
Our loves ſhall heighten till they reach the ſkies z 
The wounds in us, as theſe in thee ſhall ſpread, 
Larger by time, and fairer to be read. 


Stand, 


_ . . "9 
8 . A e 8 8 3 
3 < x 


45 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Stand, ſacred tree I here ſtill inviolate ſtand, 


That once a nymph was found as true as the was fair! 


Oh! had but Nature more my make refin'd, 
And with the man the female foftneſs join'd ; 


Then for her wear my needle ſhould have wrought | 


While near me the bright dame (affected pride | 


By no rude axe profan'd, by no unhallow'd hand. 
Be thou the tree of Love, and here declare, 


F | 
WORKING A FLOWERED PETTICoa1|f 
FOR CECILIA.. BY MR. SAY. i 


LEST garment, that ſhall thoſe ſoft limbs enfolaſ 

Proud of thy flowing train and mingled gold : : 
And bleſt the hands, whoſe artful fingers form 
The myſtic ſtories which that robe adorn! 


Then undiſtinguifh'd might my ſhape remain, 
Like Thetis' fon amid the virgin train; 


Embroider'd figures, by my paſſion taught; 

Love would direct my artleſs hands, and guide 

The lender thread through the fine woof to ſlide ; 
Here I, my ſex conceal'd, the gentle fire RD 
Would into her unwary breaſt inſpire, 


And modeſt virgin-bluſhes laid afide) 

In native innocence fecure ſhould ſtand, 

Commend my labours, and approve my band: 
What nor my pen, nor faultering tongue, could dare, 
The bolder needle, fearleſs, ſhould declare ; 

And the dumb ſhadow's filent voice proclaim 
My humble love, and court the haughty dame. 
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ON THE DEATH OF 
} LESBIA” 8 GREEN-BIRD. 
BY MR. HENRY NEEDLER®. 


A H, hapleſs bird ! has then untimely dean 

Silenc'd thy throat, and ſtopp'd thy tuneful breath? 
No more thy plumes their faded verdure boaſt, | 
Dim are thy little eyes, and all their luſtre loſt! 
No longer muſt thy chearful notes delight 
Fair Leſbia's ear; thy beauteous form, her ſight; 
No more will ſhe each morn, with pleaſing care, 
Freſh food for thee, and fragrant greens prepare, 
Whilſt fluttering wings and briſker chirps confeſs 
Thy riſing joy, and grateful thanks expreſs. 


* Of the Navy-office, a young man of genius and ſcience, 
piety and virtue ; the grandſon of Colonel Needler, a Roy- 
ft, who ſerved under General Monck, about the time of 
he Reſtoration... His faculties were impaired, and his death 
[which happened in 1718, when he was only twenty-eight 


ears of age) accelerated, by his ſedentary life, and intenſe 


»plication, principally to the mathematicks. A ſmall vo- 
ume of his works was collected and publiſhed by his friend 
Mr. Duncombe in 1724, of which there have been three 
ditions. His name-ſake, Accomptant-general of the Exciſe- 
Ace, and for many years firſt violin at the Crown and An- 
„For concert, or academy of antient muſic, who died in 1760, 
ad whoſe life Sir John Hawkins has given in his « Hiſtory 
of Mafic,” was not his nephew, as that gentleman ſup- | 

les, (vol. V. p. * but his firſt couſin. D. 15 
J Proud 
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Proud to be tended by a hand ſo fair, 
Well-pleas'd thou loſs of liberty could'ſt bear, 
Nor envy'd other birds that range in open air. 

Thee chief muſician of her feather'd choir, 
Fair Leſbia held, thee moſt ſhe did admire : 
Oft would ſhe praiſe thy ſweet harmonious lay, 
And liſten to thy ſong the live-long day. 
Moan, all ye birds of Leſbia's concert, moan 
In doleful notes your warbling partner gone: 
Let wreaths of night-ſhade, and of baneful yew, 
Each cage adorn, or ſprigs of cvpreſs ſtrew. 
This theme let every tender Poet chuſe; 
Let Leſbia's loſs employ each gentle Muſe ; 
Henceforth let none Corinna's parrot name, 
But Leſbia's green - bird fill the trump of fame. 


PROLOGUE TO JULIUS ASA 
SPOKEN AT ST. PAUL'S SCHOOL 
JANUARY 27, 1712. 7757801 


BY MR. NEEDLER. 


: GHOULD Shakſpeare's ghoſt 1 return again to light, 
And ſee us play his Czſar here nn, 
How would he ſmile to view our mimick rage, 
And little heroes ſtrut along the ſtage, 
To ſee in miniature his lofty ſcenes = 
Added by beardleſs Stateſmen in their teens! 
Let our green age may juſtly plead our cauſe, 
Procure our pardon, if not gain applauſe. 
4 1 


E | 


PROLOGUE TO JULIUS CASAR 49 


a great and worthy things, th' attempt alone 
May claim ſome portion of deferv'd renown. 
he thirſt of fame, the very love of praiſe, | 
noble generous turn of ſoul betrays : 
Tis this the panting hero's mind excites 
o taſks of glory, and his toi] requires. 
Twas love of fame that Cæſar's boſom fir'd 
Vith ative valour, and his breaſt inſpir'd 
Der the whole globe to ſtretch the Roman ſway, 
ad make the diſtant poles their laws obey. 
Impell'd by this, what dauntleſs fouls can dare, 
Let matchlefs Marlb'rough's mighty deeds declare; 
ircat Marlborough ! in whoſe accompliſh'd mind 
All Cæſar, but his vices, we may find; 
Vho, in a juſter cauſe, and not his own, . 
las Cæſar's conduct and his courage ſhown. 
| Yet not to thirſt of fame alone we owe 
Heroic actions, but to beauty too: z 
t your refiſtleſs charms, ye ſhining Fair, 
In worthy deeds may juſtly claim a ſhare ; 
Love oft the noble martial flame inſpires, 
And at your eyes the hero's boſom fires, 
Who for your ſmiles docs Honour's paths purſue, 
And conquers nations, but to conquer you. 


LPIGRAM. BY MR. NEEDLER, 
ELIVER'D in a dull and lifeleſs ſtrain, 
The beſt diſcourſes no attention gain 1 

For if the orator ſeems half aſleep  _ 


He 'I ſcarce his auditors from ſnoring keep. 
Vol. VI. „„ WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN UNDER AN OAK, 
BY MR. NE I DLE N. 
AIL, friendly plant ! beneath the ſhade 
By whoſe wide-ſpreading branches made, 
Extended on the graſs along, 
] meditate my carelefs ſong, 
Provok'd by birds that tune their lays, 
Aid winds that whiſper in thy ſprays. | 
When 1 ſurvey thy ſtately head, 
And aged trunk, with moſs o 'erſpread, 
Diviner thoughts ennch my brain, 
And lift me to a loftier ſtrain; - 
Thus Mona's ® Bards receiv'd of old 
The ſecrers they the people told ; 
Wphilſt whiſpering Genn of the air 
Iynſpir'd the truths they did declare, 
Could I compole a deathlefs fong, 
Like thee majeſtic, lofty; ſtrong ; 
To thee my grateful Muſe ſhould raiſe 
Some trophy worthy of thy praiſe z 
Wich fadeleſs leaves thy head ſhould Crown, 
And make thee equal in renown 
To royal Charles's + ſtarry tree, 
That twinkles o'er the ſouthern ſea ; 
1 tell how Jovec's imperial mind 
Was pleas'd with thy majeſtic kind; 
The Iſie of Angleſey, frequented by the Druids, H. 
+ Dr. Halley has diſtinguiſhed one of the ſouthern conſtel! 
tions by the name of Robur Carolinum, or Charles“ Oak. 
| (Vi 
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(Who from the thunder's blaſting ſtroke 
Ever exempts his favour'd oak ;) 
And oaken wreaths the brows did 8 
Of victors in the duſty race: | 
But this my verle in vain would ſtrive; 
My verſe, which cannot thee ſurvive. 


MR. NEEDLER TO. A LADY, 
OFFERING TO TELL THE Arndt Hs FORTUNE. 


HLOE. you well my fate may ow, 
Which, whether good or bad, from you muſt flow. 
With needlefs care you ſearch rhe ſtars and fries ; "7 
No ſtars can influence me, but thoſe bight eyes. 
he Gods, that govern by ſupreme decree, | 
n their own minds may all events foreſee, 


EPIGRAM, BY THE SAME; 
CCASIONED. BY READING AN INS1PID SATIRE 


AGAINST SIR RICHARD STEELE, INTITULED, 
« INSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTER.” 


WRITTEN EXTEMPORE, IN 1713. 


DAINTER, one figure more, at my requeſt, | 

Let on the living canvals be expreſt ; 
here let an aſs a Satyr's viſard wear, 
onſpicuous by uncommon length of ear 
Vhilit on the ground a feeble lion feels 
be coward fury of his ſpurning heels, 
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ON ARITHMETIC AND GEOMETRY. | 
BY MR N E E DI E R. 


TA I I, heavenly i by whoſe confpiring aid 

The beauteous fabrick of the world was made! 

IL. ed on by you, audacious men forget 

The narrow bounds by envious Nature ſet; 

To von bright manſions ſoar with happy. flight, 

Survey the ſtarry realms, and my * worlds of 
light ! | 


TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMMONY 
deen BY N15 LORD SHIP's ESSAY. ON 

- | TRANSLATED VERSE. 

| FROM THE LATIN OF MR. CHARLES DRYDEN, 


BT THE SAME. 


T HAT happy Britain boaſts her tuneful race, | 
And laurel wreaths her peaceful temples grace, 

The honour and the praiſe is juſtly due 

To you alone, illuſtrious Earl! to you. 

For ſoon as Horace, with his artful page, 

By thes explain d, had taught the liſtening age 3 ; 


* 


\ 
| It would hare been an acceptable preſent to the public 
if I had been able to have prefixed to one of theſe volum 
a portrait of this amiable peer, I cannot, however, b 
ſubmit to my readers ſome curious particulars on the ſubjed 
which have been kindly communicated by a gentleman who 
name I am not at liberty to diſcloſe: „ Mr. Grang 


„makes no mention of any print of Lord Roſcomm? 
| _ nt 


TO THE EARL OF ROSCOMMON, £3 
Of brighteſt Bards aroſe a ſkilful train, 
Who ſweetly ſung in their immortal ſtrain, 
No more content great Maro's ſteps to trace, 
New paths we lcarch, and tread unbeaten ways. 
Ye Britons, then, triumphantly rejoice ; 
And with loud peals, and one conſenting voice, 
Applaud the man, who does untival'd fir, 


+ The ſovereign-judge and arbiter of wit!“ 


For, led by thee, an endleſs train ſhall riſe 
Of Poets, who ſhall climb ſuperior ſkies; 
- Heroes 


nor can I find any account of a picture of him; but 
„Pr. Chetwode's Mf. Life of him ſays, if I remember right, 
«that the print prefixed to his Poems [I ſuppoſe he means 
„ {ome edition of his Poems in the latter end of the laſt 
wor the beginning of the preſent century] was very like 
«him; and that Lord Roſcommon very ftrongly reſembled | 
the famous Lord Strafford. By the bye, all the Biographers 
« ſeem to have been ignorant as to the degree of relationſhip 
«© between theſe two perſons ; aud, what is very extraordinary, 
Pr. Chetwode himſelf docs not appear to have known how 
« nearly they were related. The fact is, that Lord Roſcommon 
« was Lord Strafford's nephew ; his father, Sir James Dillon, 
«the third earl of Roſcommon, having married Elizabeth 
the youngeſt daughter of Sir William Wentworth, of 
© Wentworth Woodhouſe, in the county of York, ſiſter to 
* the Earl of Strafford. Hence Lord Roſcommon was chriſ- 


«*rened Wentworth 3 and probably was born in 1633, When 


„Lord Strafford was in Ireland. His father died at Lime- 
* rick in 1649. The Poet, on the ſecond of November, 1674, 
8 married, as his ſecond wife, Iſabella daughter of Matthew 

-& 4: | 6 Boy Mong 
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Heroes and Gods in worthy verſe ſhall ſing, 
And rune to Homer's lay the lofty ſtring. 
Thy works too, ſovereign Bard *! if right I ſee, 
They ſhall tranflare with equal majeſty ; | 
While with new oy chy happy ſhade ſhall rove 
Through the bleſt mazes of th' Elyſian grove, 
And, wondering, in Britaania's rougher tongue 
To find thy heroes and thy ſhepherds ſung, 
Shall break forth in theſe words:“ Thy tavour'd name, 
Great heir and guardian of the Mantuan fame! 
How ſhall my willing gratitude purſue | 
With praiſes large as to thy worth ate due? 
Though taſteleſs Bards, by Nature never taught, 
In wretched rhymes diſguiſe my genuine thought; 


4% Boynton, eſg. of Yorkſhire, This, I believe, has not been 
« mentioned, As to what the Biographers ſay of Lord wr af. 


« furd's ſending over tor him, after the 0reaxing cut F the 


% bars, and pla ing him near 118 country-teat in Y ROY 
ce it muſt be a miſtake. If Lord Strafford ſcut for him at all, 


ent muſt have been at ſome earlier period; for he himſelf 
„ was beheaded % re the civil war can properly be ſaid to 
„ have begun. Pr »bably he brought his nephew with hi 
„from Ireland in 1640, on his return from his government, 
It is not, 1 believe, generally known that all the particular 
« ,f Lord Roſcommon, related by Fenton, are taken from 
«© Chetwode's A mire of that nobleman, with which he pro- 
& baviy was furniſhed by Mr. Thomas Baker, who leit them, 
« with many other Manuſcripts, to the Library of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. The Life of Lord Roſcommon n 
very ill written, full of high- church cant aud commons 
„place obſervation.“ N. 


# Virgil, I. N. 


+. 
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hough Homer now the wars of godlike Kings | 
In Ovid's ſoft encrvate numbers ſings; 
uneful Silenus, and the matchleſs verſe 
hat does the birth of infant worlds rehearſe, 
tones for all: by that mv reſcued fame 
Shall vie in age with Nature's deathlels frame; 

Bc thee the learned ſong ſhall nobly live, 
nd praiſe from every Britiſh tongue receive, 
Give to thy daring genius then the rein, 
And freely launch into a bolder ſtrain; 
Nor with theſe wonls my happy ſpirit grieve: 
The latt good office of thy friend receive *.. 
On the firm baſe of thy immortal lays, 
A nobler pile to thy lov'd Maro raiſe; 
My glory by thy ſkill ſhall brighter ſhine, 
Vith native charms and energy divine! 
Ziitain with juſt applauſe the work ſhall read, 
And crown, with fadeleſs bavs, thy ſacred head, 
Nor ſhall thy Muſe the graver's pencil need, 
To draw the hero on his prancing ſteed; 
Thy living verſe ſhall paint th' imbattled hoſt 
Ja bolder figures than his art can boalt. 
While the low tribe of vulgar writers ſtrive, | 
e mean falſe arts to make their verfions live; 
: MWForlake the text, and blend each ſterling line 
-in comments foreign to my true deſign; 
„Me latent ſenſe thy happier thought explores, 
And injur'd Maro to himſelf reſtores.“ 

* « Cape dona extrema tuorum;“ the motto to Lord 
Roſcommon's Eſſay. H. N. | ; EE 
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ON MR. BAYES'S* DRAMATIC PIECE, 
BY NICHOLAS ROWE, ESQ 
nor PRINTED IN nis WORKS. 
1 T and the Laws had both the ſame ill fate, 
And partial Tyrants ſway'd in either ſtate, | 
111-natur'd Cenfare would be ſure to damn 
An alien Wit of independent fame; 
While Bayes, grown old, and harden'd in offence, 
Was ſuffer'd to write-on in fpite of ſenſe ; 
Back'd by his friends, th' invader brought along 
A crew of foreign words into our tongue, | 
To ruin and enſlave the free-born Engliſh ſong; 
Still the prevailing faction propt his throne, 
And to four volumes let his plays run on. 


ON A PENCIL, SENT TO HIS WIFE 
| BY THE LATE RON. THOMAS HERVEY f. 
P OOR ſenſcleſs utenſil, could you but know 
What wondrous powers to Hervey's hand you owe; 
The truth and wit that on your traces dwell, 
Whene'er ſhe urges you her thoughts to tell: 
How proud, how bleft, how envy'd muſt you be, 
To kifs your prompter, and its dictates fee ! 
Angels and men might at your blifs repine, 
Divided thus, *rwixt ſenſual and divine. 
Dryden. N. 
+ She had been Miſs Anne Coglles of Ireland. D. 
t Third ſon of the firſt Earl of Briſtol, and uncle 
the preſent, well known by his genius and eccentricity, bot 


Which are very apparent in his Letters to Sir Thomas Hat 
mer, and other publications, RE 
HORACE 


t 7 1 


ON A LADY? 8 HAND WRITING, 
BY GEORGE JEFFREYS®, . 


N characters ſo fair, we trace 
Eliza's charming hand, 
That Heaven alone, who form'd her face, 
Could ſweerer ſtrokes command. 


The beauties there by Nature wrought _ 
Excell the writer's art; | 
For here the wondering eve is caught, - 
But there the wounded heart. 35 
| tains HORACE, - 
This gentleman, - who was educated at Weſtminſter 
ſchool under Dr. Buſby, was the ſon of Chriſtopher Jeffreys, 
eg; of Weldron in Northampronſhire, and nephew to James 
the8th lord Chandos. He was admitted of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, in 1694, where he took the degrees in arts, was elected | 
fellow in 1701, and prefided in the philoſophy-ſthools as mo- 
derator in 1706. He was alſo ſub-orator for Dr. Ayloffe, and 
not going into orders within eight years, as the ſtatutes of that 
college require, he quitted his fellowſhip in 1709. Though 
Mr. Jeffreys was called to the bar, he never practiſed the law, 
but, after acting as ſecretary to Dr. Hartſtonge biſhop of 
Derry, at the latter end of queen Anne's and the beginning 
of George the Firſt's reign, ſpent moſt of the remainder of his 
life in the families of the two laſt dukes of Chandos, his re- 
lations, In 1754 he publiſhed, by ſubſcription, a 4to volume 
of „ Miſcellanies, in Verſe and Proſe, among which are 
two tragedies, (viz. “ Edwin” and “ Merope,“ both acted 
at the theatre-royal in Lincoln's-Inn-fields) and “ The Tri- 
umph of Truth, an oratorio. © This collection (as the 
author obſerves in his dedication to the preſent duke of Chan- 
co, then marguefs of Carnarvon,) includes an uncommon 
length 
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HORACE, BOOK II. ODE IX. 
IMITATED BY THE SAME. 


HOUGH tempeſts long may toſs the ſea, 
And Norway, chill'd by winter, mourn ; | 
Y et Norway's ſnow will melr away, 
When Zephyr's genial galcs return; 
When birds and flowers the ſullen year reſtore, . 
It ſighs in winds, and weeps in rain, no more. 


But you, eternal mourner, you, 

Amyntor gone where all mult go, 
With ever ſtreaming eyes purtue, 

Dwell on his grave, and doat on woe; 
Amyntor is by day the darling theme; 
And dear Amyntor Mill the nightly dreams 
'Yer Mordaunt's + eves are dried at laſt,. 

Though 1a one fleeting year he mourn'd, 
His angel conſort, bright and chaſte, 

With two brave ſons to duſt return'd: 
His fam'd Valencia's doom in his we trace, 
So ſignal was the ſhock, ſo ſhort the ſpace. 


length of time, from the verſes on the duke of Glouceſter's 
death in 1700 to thoſe on his lordſhip's marriage in 1753. 
Mr. Jeffreys died in 1756, aged 77. See Letters of Emi- 
nent Perſons, vol. II. p. 17.— In Sir John Hawkins's « Hiſ- 
tory of Muſic,” vol. IV. p. 64. his grandfather, George, ö 
xccorded as King Charles the Firit's organiſt at Oxford, 1643) 
and ſervant to Lord Hatton in Northamptonthire, where he 
had lands of his own 3 and alſo his father, Chriſtopher, of 
Weldron in Northamptonſhire. p. 323, as © a ſtudent oi 
Chriſt-Church, who played well on the organ,” The anon. 

: | | mous 


HORACE, BOOK II. ODE IX. 55 
Of matchleſs Blandford's $f early fate 
The parents now no more complain ; 
he ſiſters, ſunk beneath the weight 
Of pious ſorrow, ſhine again, 
Bright as the moon reflected by the tide, 
Or you, Clemene, ere your brother died. 
Then mourn no longer, heavenly maid, 
Amyntor {natch'd in Nature's P's ; 
Muſt Beauty too, by grief decay'd, 
Be loſt, like him, before the time J e 
hink on thoſe eyes, and then from tears a ; 
Or muſt Philander always ſue in vain ? 


D D F, BY ME FEFFRETY SS 
\ THE DEATH OF CHARLES XII. KING OF SWE¹PED EN. 
O ! ever honour'd, and deplor'd ! 

Whether in northern ſkies ador'd, 
ly new-born ſtar extends the glittering wain; 
Or near the balance points Altraa's tword, 5 
To ſcatter her's and Sweden's foes again: 


Which of thy kindred lights, ingrate 

To thce ! their common care to late, 
Vas licens'd here its baneful rays to ſhed, 
Devoting to the treachery of fate, 
nd random ruin, thy anointed head d 


mous verſes prefixed to Cato were by this gentleman, which 
Mr. Addiſon never knew. The alterations in theſe Odes are 
tom the author's corrected copy, N | 
+ Earl of Peterborough. His lady died May 13, 1709, 
s Youngeſt fon February 245 170 995105 and his eldeſt ſon 
; Wil 4 13 . 

! Son io the great Duke of dauernd. N. 
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What though thy native valour ſought 
Renown, with cndlefs hazard bouglit; 


The fabled armour forg'd by hands divine, 
And to her dailing fon by Venus brought, 


I Was but a ſpirit; and a cauſe, like thine, 


O! ſtain to Virtue, on the throne 
So rarely found, fo early gone! 
O fatal end of all thy glorious toil ! 
And wert thou thus decreed, and thus alone, 


To take polſcſion of the hoſtile ſoil? 


Not ſo the trembling Dane preſag'd; 
And other hopes thy youth engag'd, 
By wonders fav d, by victories adorn'd z 
Thy maiden war with hardy Saxons wag'd; | 
And thy true ſword by vanquiſh'd Ruſtia mourn'd. 
Did Death for this reprieve its prey, 
On black Pultowa's fatal day ? 
Then angry billows crois'd thy dangerous flight ; 
But perfevering courage found the way 
To loſe with honour, and invade with right, 
The vellel, with its royal freight 
Of virtues, by uncommon fate, 


From patiiots, heroes, martyrs, Saints, Ceriv'd, 


Had brav'd the ſwelling main's tumultuous height, 
And the loud war of wintry winds ſurviv'd : 
When ſudden, lo! it finds a grave, 

(Near though the port, and {mooth the wave) 
Sunk in the faithleſs ſands by Fortune's play; 
Pleas'd as ſhe was to daſh the hopes ſhe gave, 
And throw repeated miracles away. 


ON THE DEATH oF: CHARLES XII. 6s 


But, Sweden! thou with pious art 

| Embalm the warrior's mortal part, 

The guardian relics of the great and juſt; 

And may the , genius that inflam'd his heart, 
Attend his tomb, and ſignalize his duſt! _ 


Then, if the ſorrows cannot yet 
The watchman of Ins flock forget, | 

And vengeance muſt prevail, though long withſtood; 
This fun of glory in a ſca ſhall ſer, 

A ſea of Daniſh and of German blood. 


HOR ACE, ODE IV. BOOK IV. 
BY GEORGE JEFPFREYS, ESQ, 
AS Jove's imperial bird, to whom the ſway 
O'er all the feather'd race was given; 

(For ſo did he his truſty favourite pay, 
| For wafting Ganymede to Heaven); 
With native vigour, join'd to youthful prime, 

Springs from the neſt, though check'd by fear, 
Unwonted heights with tender wing to climb, 

The ſky when ſummer breezes clear: 


With hoſtile rage the ſpoiler next deſcends 
Impetuous on the bleating fold: 

Thence, more aſſur'd, reluctant dragons rends, 
With love of prey and combat bold : 

Or as a kid, on paſtures fair to graze 
Intent, the lion's progeny, 

Wean'd from his yellow mother's wilt, ſurveys, SA 
By fangs in 1 laughter wy; to die:: {See 

Sick 
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Such Druſus the Vindelici beheld 
Beneath the Alps, unmatch'd in war! 
And by a ſage and youtliful leader quell'd, 
The troops, victorious, long, and far, 


' Prov'd what a genius and a mind could date, 
By precept and example taught; 
And what, Auguſtus, thy paternal care 
| Thi either Nero's bloom has wrought. 
The brave beget the brave : the bull, the ſteed, 
Are ſtamp'd upon their generous race ; 
Ner is the dove's unwarlike brood decreed 
"The royal eagle to diſgrace. 


But Culture calls the hidden vigour forth; 
And Virtue, when on Learning built, | 

Confirms the heart: in blood devoid of worth, 
The conſcious ſhame enhances guilt. 


What Rome her Neros owes, let Aſdrubal 


Be witneſs, that deciſive day, 
The firſt, that near Metaurus, by his fall, 


From Latium chas'd the night away : 


| When the dire African to Mars, among 
Th' Italian cities, gave the rein, 
Impetuous as the flame, that runs along 
The pines, or Eurus o'er the main. 
From that bright hour the Roman youth ſuſtain'd 
Wich better fate the toils of fight: 
And the ſad ſhrines, by Punic focs profan'd, 
Now found their guardian Gods upright, 
| When 


= HORACE, ODE W. BOOK IV. 63 
® When Hannibal at length deſponding ſ poke, 
= «< Like ſtags, the prey of wolves, are we, 
WE And raſhly to the fight ſuch foes provoke, 
| As to elude were victory. 
BE The warrior race, who to the Latian coaſt, 
Z From llium, ſunk in Grectan fires, 
+ Cor vey'd their Gods, on Tuſcan hillows toft, 
5 Their offspring and their aged ſires, 
WE Uninjur'd, like the widely-ſpreading oak 

= On Algidus, with ſhade embrown'd, + 
W Defy the ſturdy ſteel's repeated ſtroke, 
= And draw new vigour from the wound. 
Not baffled Hercules receiv'd a foil 
Moore grievous from the ſprouting ſtore 

Of Hydra's heads; no greater peſt the ſoil 

| Of Thebes or Colchis ever bore, 

| Plung'd in the deep, more graceful thence they ſpring, 

he ſons of dearly purchas'd fame; | 
Though thrown, with vaſt applauſe the victor 1 
| And matrons their exploits proclaim. 


| With lofty tidings I ſhall ne'er again 
My long-triumphant Carthage hail : 
| Loſt, loſt, in Aſdrubal untimely ſlain, 
{ Our name's beſt hope and fortune fail.“ 
The Claudian hands all wonders ſhall perform, 
By Jove's indulgent aid fecur'd; 
And by ſagacious care, to rule the ſtorm 
Of well-connetted war, inur'd x. 


* This Ode (ſays Scaliger) © is not inferior to Pindar: In 
it Horace has excelled himſelf and all the Greek Poet | 
Creech has omitted it in his tranſlation, D. 
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TO MR. CONGREVE, 
ON HIS PLAYS AND POEMS. 
BY MRS. ELIZABETH TOLLETS, 


n ! the juſteſt glory of our age! 
The whole Menander of the Engliſh ſtage! 
= Thy comic Muſe, in each complete deſign, 
Does manly ſenſe and ſprightly wit combine. 
And ſure the Theatre was meant a ſchool, 
Jo laſh the vicious, and expoſe the fool; 


* Daughter of George Tollet, eſq. who, a as a commillinng ; 
of the navy, had a houſe in the Tower in the reigns of King i 
William and Queen Anne. Sir Ifaac Newton honoured both if 
| him and his daughter with his friendſhip, and was much 
_ Pleaſed with ſome of her firſt eſſays. She has paid a grateful : 
tribute to the memory of that great man in a copy of verſe; g 
lo. 69.] Her works (publiſhed after her death, which happenei 
in 1754) abound with ſentiment and fimplicity (beautia 
rarely to be found in modern poems), and yet are far fon 
being deſtitute of ſpirit and poetical ornament. Some of th: 
poems indeed have fuch a philoſophical caſt, and ſo great 1 : 
depth of thought, that they will ſcarcely be underſtood by 
the bezu monde The worthy author's head and heart con- 
curred in promoting the cauſe of Good-manners, Virtue, al 
Religion, She would not ſuffer her poems to appear till ſhe i 
| herſelf was beyond the reach of envy or applauſe. They a: 
very incorrectly printed. The writer of this note has then 
corrected, with contents prefixed. She left her eſtate (iM 
pretty good one) to her youngeſt nephew. Her eldeſt, Georg 
Tollet eſq. of Betley Hall in Staffordſhire, a gentleman oo 
Jetters and fortune, well known by his curious illuſtrations of 
Shakfpeare, died October 22, 1779. D. : 11 
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TO MR. CONGRE VE. 
The wilful fool, whofe wit is always ſhewn 
To hit another's fault and miſs his own, 
Laughs at himſelf, when by thy ſkill expreſt, 
And always in his neighbour finds the jeſt. 
A fame from vulgar characters to raiſe 
Is every Poet's labour, and his praife: 
They, fearful, coaſt ; while you  forfake the ſhore, 


And undiſcorer'd worlds of wit explore, 


Enrich the ſcene with characters unknown, 


W There plant your colonies, and fix vour throne. 
Let Maſkwell's treacheries, and Touchwood's rage, 
Let rugged Ben, and Foreſight's timorous age, 
And Heartwell's ſullen paſſion, grace the ſtage : _ 
tuen let half-criticks veil their idle ſpite, | 


For he knows beſt to rail, who worſt can write. 
Let juſter ſatire now employ the pen, 
To tax the vicious on the world's great ſcene; 

There the Reformer's praiſe the Poet ſhares, 


And boldly laſhes whom the Zealot ſpares. 


Ye Bruſh Fair! could your bright eves refuſe 
A pitying tear to grace his tragic Muſc ? 


[Can generous Olmyn ſigh beneath his chain, 
Or the diſtreſs'd Almeria weep in vain ? 


A kindly pity every breaſt muſt move, 

For in ut'd Virtue, or for ſuffering Love. 

The Nemphs adorn Pattora's facred tomb. 

And mourn the lov'd Amynra's ſhort- lived bloom: 
The Learn'd admire the Poet, when he flies 


[To trace the Theban ſwan amid the ſkies; 


hen he tranſlates, ſtill faithful to the ſenſe, 
copies, and improves each excellence. 
Fe F 


65 


} 


S5 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Or when he teaches how the rich and great, 
And all but deathleſs Wit, muſt yield to Fate; 
Or when he fings the courſer's rapid ſpeed, 

Or Virtue's loftier praiſe, and nobler deed; 
Each various grace embelliſhes his ſong, 
As Horace eaſy, and as Pindar ſtrong ; 
Pindar, who long like oracles ador'd _ 
In reverend darkneſs, now to light reſtor'd, 
Shall ſtamp yy current wit, and ſeal thy fame's 
e record. _ ! 


THE PRAISE 0 F ASTRONOMY. 
FROM ovp s FASTI, BOOK 1. 


1 M R s. 1 0 1 1 1 . 


MM 8 animos quibus hæc cognoſcere prim. 8 — 


HAPPY ſouls, who firſt aſpir'd to climb, 
With glorious cares, the heavealy ſeats ſublime! 
Who rais'd aloft the head, to leave behind 


The crimes and pleaſures that debaſe mankind! 
Nor could the Cyprian dame, or flowing bowls, 


| Fnerve their generous breaſts, or dull their ſouls ; ; 


Nor the laborious duties of the bar; 
Nor more heroic dangers of the war; | 
Nor them the fumes of light ambition warm'd, 
Nor glory them with painted beauties charm'd 35 
Nor them ſolicited the mean deſire, 
That ſhining droſs and golden duſt inſpire: 
But to our eyes the diſtant ſtars they brought; 
And boundleſs æther circumſcrib'd in thought. 
Ti 
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'Tis not by Offa on Olympus thrown, 
Though to the ſtars aſpires the topmoſt cone 
Of Pelion, pil'd on both, the ſkies we gain : 
'Tis * that ſcience can the heavens vs. 


D rus TRIUMVIRATE OF POETS, 


BY M R S. TOLLET. 


3 JRITAIN with Greece and Rome contended long | 
1 For lofty genius, and poetic ſong, 
Till this Auguſtan age with Three was bleſt, 
Tro fix the prize, and finiſh the conteſt. 
la Addiſon, immortal Virgil reigns ; 
So pure his numbers, ſo refin'd his ſtrains : 
Ot nature full, with more impetuous heat, 
In Prior Horace ſhines, ſublimely great. 
Thy country, Homer! we dif pute no more, 
For Pope has fix'd it to his native ſhore. 


on SHAKSPEARE'S MONUMENT. 
BY TH E 8 A M E. 


L. D Homer's fancy'd face, a form unknown, 
Survives in breathing brals, or Parian ſtone : 

While of the mind ſuch images remain, 

We with to raiſe the honour'd ſhade again; 

Immortal Wit compels us to admire 

The relique, reſcued from devouring Fire. 

ach Shakſpeare was; from hence Invention took 

he ſtudious poſture, and the piercing look. 

F 2 He, 
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He, nobly bold, diſdain'd the bounds of Art, 
And ſpoke the native dictates of the heart; 
Could paint the ſoftneſs of th' enamour'd maid, 
The jealous lover to his rage betray'd ; | 
Could trace the paſſions to their ſecret ſprings, 
The pride of heroes, and the wrongs of kings ; 
The murderer's guilt ; and whiſper in the car 
What dire ambition trembles but to hear. 
Fairics and ghoſts obey'd his magic wand 
And with new beings fill'd an unknown land: 
Ev'n then he taught the viſionary throng, 
With uſeful truth to moralize the ſong. 
Ye kings, who once our ancient ſceptre ſwav'd, 
Though here in duſt your ſacred heads arc laid, 
Afford the poet's monument a room, 
Whoſe Muſe recalls you from the ſilent tomb. 
At her command, majeſtic each appears, 
To claim the loyal tribute of our tcars ; 
The waſte of civil fury to diſcloſe, 
Their mighty triumphs, and their mighty woes. 
When princes fall, too great to fall alone, 
We weep thoſe ills our anceſtors have done. 
Such was the Bard *; true to his country's cauſe, 
He ſcorn'd to give ſucceſsful vice applauſe. 
Such may he ſtill remain; through every age, 
Wich patriot virtue :0 inſpire the ſtage ! | 


* There is ro genuine picture of Shakſpeare. That call 
his was taken long after his death from a perſon ſuppoſed el 
tremely like him; at the direction of Sir Thomas Clarg 

Mrs. ToL LE: 


* 
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o THE DEATH OF SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 
= wrniTTEN ON THE NIGHT OF HIS FUNERAL, 
3 MARCH 28, 1727. BY MRS. TOLLET. 
N 1 8 Is now the night thy pious friends entruſt 
| To ſacred earth thy venerable duſt ; 
3 | By Nature doom'd maturely to expire; 
| | If 1ife or fame can ſatiate the deſire, 
2 Immortal and ſecure thy name remains, 
3 Which ſcarce the habitable world contains.“ 
u hether thou didſt the level'd tube apply, 
W To bir g the planets to thy ſearching eye; 
or rather through the heavens thy fpiris ſlew, 
o trace their motions with a nearer view; 
: What force their deſtin'd line obliqueiy bends, 
WA: what in vacuous ſpace their weight ſuſpends ; : 
| Or to deſcribe how this terreſtrial ball, | 
EV here man, as in himſelf, has centred all, 
d boom'd it ever to repoſe profound, 
Ince ant finiſhes its ample round 
If a-nual courſe 3 or to the morning ray 
Pbrerts its front, or wheels to fly the day: 
To calculate how diſtant we admire, 
cho enjoy remote the folar fire, 
Thy foul the abyſs of numbers could explore; 
hough they, like Hydra, multiply their ſtore ; 
Ihy mind, enlarg'd by Nature to compute 
er valteft work, could trace the moſt annute; 
Altke exatt to penetrate the ways 
| {ubtiic tight, and fine wilicreal raue; 


F 3 : What 
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What obſtacle compels them, as they paſs, 
To march diverted through the pervious glaſs; 
What various hues the lucid pencils paint, 
How deep or glaring ſoften into faint; 
By what degrees their kindred ſhades unite, 
And how their equal mixture ſpreads a white. 
Sicilia“ now, and Samos “, ſtrive in vain 
With Britain, bounded by the ambient main. 
Of ſolid rocks on ſhatter'd navies hurl'd, 
And fancy'd engines to remove the world; 
Of pious hecatombs on altars laid, 
When the diſcover'd truth the ſearch repaid ; 1 
Much have we heard, and ſomething we belier d; 
Bur ſce the wonders by thyſelf atchtev'd. 
Bacon and Boyle thy triumphs but fore-run, 
As Phoſphor riſes to precede the Sun: 
Nor ſhall our age or iſle reſigu the praiſe 
To Greece, for Sages born in ancient days. 
Soon ſhall the marble monument ariſe, 
And Newton's honour'd name attract our eyes: 
The finiſh'd buſt, in curious ſculpture wrought, 
Shall ſeem to breathe alone, abſorb'd in thought, 
When fading letters vaniſh from the wall, 
And when rhe lotiy pile itſelf ſhall fall, 
Should waſting age and barbariſri conſpire, 
To ſink the dome; or ſacrilegious fire; 
Some future Cicero, in times to come, 
Shall reſcue from neglect an Archimedes' tomb +, 


„ Archimedes was born in Sicily; Pythagoras at Samos. I. 
+ See Tuſc. Queſt. v. . Middleton's Life of Cicero, 

vol. I. p. 64. I. Ha 
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THE MICRO c OS M. 
BT MRS TOLLE T. 
« Sanctius his animal, mentiſque capacius altæ.“ Ovid. 


Ar my ſoul, and elevate thy thought, 
To view the wonders by thy Maker wiought ; 10 
To yon bright arch thy dazzled eyes erect, 

And in the work confeſs the Architect: | 1 
Then, looking down, contracted in a ſpan, 

Bchold another univerſe in man. | 

Duft is his origin, and earth his place 

Baut on the mother's ſide, though man be baſe, 

8 Sprung from the ſacred fire, to Heaven ally'd, 

The conſcious foul maintains her noble pride: 

Nor is it pride : what gratitude were due, 

Unlels the value of the gift the Knew? 


This eſſay of mine was occaſioned by an ingenious poem 
called & The Univerie ;" by Mr. H. Raker Y wh:ch taxes 
in the moſt curious parts of nature With a beautiful variety: 
I think, that Scripture favours the oppoſite fide; though 
here accuſed of felſ-love and arrogance. refer the whole 
ot this argument to Ptalm viii. where it is exprenled with a 
Laniticant and elegant brevity. Oa this ſubſecl I rf in- 
tended a larger introduction: but, as I deſign not controverſy, 
bat contraſt, ſhall content myſelf with what I have pre- 
mcd. TolL ET. — This poem 3s a proof of the being and 
aribores of. God, from the firuRure of the human body, and 
be faculties of the mind; and may be conſidered as-a very 
0v.cious apſwer to what has been advanced on the fame ſub- 
et by Bolingbroke and Pope, tending to depreciate human 
— 2125 > 
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Inanimate upon his native clay: 
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No more, O man ! thy faculties diſgrace; 

Nor ſeek to herd among the reptile race: 
Nor through the boundleſs fields of æther roam, 


Loſt in thy fearch—Begin thy ſcarch at home. 
Think on thy firſt fore father, when he lay 


The beauteous ſyemmetry, though not inſpir'd 
With vital breath, was then to be admir'd. 

When art but imitates, in Parian ſtone, 

The ſwelling muſcles, and the jointed bone, 
The ſtæady thighs, the ribs with eaſy ſweep, 
Which all ereCt the ſtately poſture keep, 
The ſupple knee, the ancles firm to ſtand, 

The bending fingers, and the graſping hand, 

The neck, with gentle negligence inclin'd, 

The lively features that expreſs the mind; 

When thus, though from the marble hard and rude, 
With yielding fleſh the figure ſeems endued, 

flow can its air to vencration move? 

Or the cold ivory warm the carver's love? 

What this external mold contains within, 

Unſcen, unknown, to actuate the machine; 

Or why the whole, or why the parts were made, 
Each for itſelf, and each for mutual aid; 
Remains to aſk, See! from the ground he ſprings! 
What power has given the groveling creature wings? 
See ! how to Heaven he caſts his opening eyes 
New to the ſcene of wonders, he deſcries : 
Then runs, and leaps, perceives and underſtands, 
And lifts with ſudden ecſtaſy his hands; 
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| Say, 
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a, whence am I? and whence theſe objects all, : 
BT hat ſtrike my ſenſe ? He calls, or ſeems to call 
WAV hat is that ſenſe ? how, downward from the brain, 
Erbe ſubtle nerves deduce their artful chain, 
End what zthereal juice their tubes contain; 
hat to the ear impulſive air conveys ; 
hat in the eye collects the viſual rays, 
et Reaſon trace; in all their mazes loſt: 
WT bc ſmalleſt work commends the artiſt moſt, 
Z et uſefulneſs of parts and ſenſe acute, 
la but enjoys in common with the brute :' 
hey move, and feed, and leave their like behind: : 
o him a nobler province is afſign'd, 
E To worſhip God, and benefit his kind. 
ehen from the ſun his fire Prometheus flole, 
I Foul that give reaſon to the human ſoul ? 
That vital fire, each, as he likes, explain; 
1 ,odg'd in the heart, or labouring in the brain, 
From whence the circulating ſpirits low ; 
Picaſure or pain their action may beſtow ; 
Put tis the mind determines bliſs or woe. 
ho was it firſt the infant tongue unbound, 
And tun'd it to the elements of ſound ? 
he world of beings by their names to call, 
Dr, by ſoft intervals, to riſe and fall? 
he mimic parrot echoes what is taught; 
Lic ſpeech of man is the reſult of thought; 
he lark and linnet ſtrain their warbling throats, 
put not a word accompanies their notes. 
then to God thy double tribute bring! 
dealon, to ſpeak his works, and Verſe, to ſing. 


Since 
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71 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Since ſuch pre-eminence is thine alone, 
Jn theſe great gifts their greater Author own : 
Nor doubt that all was given to thy command, 
Arm'd with that “ ufeful inſtrument, the hand, 


To tame thy vaſſals of the air and land. 


By this, and Reaſon's aid, be taught to ſhear 
Tie bleating ſheep, and break the ſturdy ſteer: 
Thine is the robe the curling fleeces yield; 


And thine the plenty of the furrow'd field. 
Go, lure the falcon from his airy way! 
Not for hiniſelf the ſpoiler ſtrikes the prey: 


Launch'd from his maſter's hand, he ſoars above, 
And chaſes through the clouds the trembling dove; 


Or grapples with the heron, when, on high, 
He rends her finny captives in the ſky, 
Go, teach the generous courſer not to fear, 
When the ſhrill trumpet terrifies the car, 


In cual rank to keep, or change lus ground; 
Though thouſands fall, and thunder roars around. 
Libs ans and Indians, marching to the war, 

May fcorn the fiery ficed, and rolling car: 


Amid the {warthy hoſt, aloft appears 


A liviag bulk, that creſted turrets bears. 


Forward he preſſes on the adverſe foe ; 
While the bold archer deals his darts below, _ 
"Who taught to manage that unwieldy ſtrength? 


Or, with the ſinewy trunk's enormous length, | 
His mounting rider to his ſeat to aid? 


Or pteice the thickeſt legions, undiſmay'd, 


Though in impenctrable ſcales array'd ? 


# Sce Ray on the Creation. T. | 


When 
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WE When Behemoth ® the ruling voice obeys; 
or from the field his wounded lord conveys : 

W Go; from the mountain fell the lofty pine: 
Z Since all the foreſts on his brows are thine : 
nd Reaſon gives, thy labours to prepare, 
Z The wedge and axe, the compaſſes and ſquare. 1 

W1 ic the tall maſt, and rib the ſolid ſides; 3 
WE 3uil the ſtout veſſel, that with winds and tides } 
W May ſeck the regions which the ſea divides ; * 
or tcer thy courſe, where, by the frozen poles, «y_ 
leriathan upon the ocean rolls; | 
Nad the fierce ſea-horſe ſleeps on icy ſhoals, 
4 Though he þ the rattling of thy ſhafts deride, 
WT hough he — ſovereign o'er the ſons of Pride, 
u'hen from thy hand the piercing barb is thrown, 
IThe monſter trembles, though his heart be ſtone : 
MWounded he roars, and drags the lengthening line, 
And, mingled with his blood, he ſpouts the brine ; } 
Lah'd by his ample tail, the frothy ſurges ſhine : 

[hen to the ſhallow ſhores for ſafety flies; 

Vlile on his back whole groves of lances rife. 

Mine, to thele arts, O mortal! led thy way? 5 
To rule the brutes, made thee more wiſe than they, 
he wild to conquer, while the tame obey? 

Pr, canſt thou doubt that Nature's golden law 
Dnce kept ſpontaneous Innocence in we; 
Tough then the rebel beaſt retus'd thy yoke, 
Vhen rebel man to God his fealty broke? 


*The aka; D. 
t Q. Curtius Hiſtory of Alexander and Porus.. 1 


? Job, "hs Ali, T, | 
What 
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What various life in leſſer forms we fee ! 
Who firſt inſtructed the laborious bee, 
Not in our rules of arehitecture ſkill'd, 
Sexangular her waren dome to build, 
To lodge her brood, and hoard her luſcions ſtore ? 
Mark — and the great Geometer adore. 
_ Unweary'd ſhe collects the flowery bloom, 
Tor man to rifle the nectareous comb; 
Wich fragrant herbs to temper in the bow), 
To cool his veins, and chear his fainting foul 
Or dire inteſtine tortures to allay, 
The labouring lungs, and ſtone's impetuous way. 
Nor think thy Maker was in part unkind, 
And to minuter objeRs left thee blind, 
Wh in the microſcope thou canſt N 
Tb. grat's ſharp ſpear, the muſcles of a fly: 
Thee might, at random, thy inquiry ſcape; 
But there thou may'ſt examine all their ſhape. 
There, the gav down of infeAs too behold, 
Or millions crowding in the plumb's blue mold; 
Or in the acorn view the branching tree: 
Wiſer or better doſt thou ſeek to be? 
Acknowledge Him, who taught mankind to try 
The curious uſe of that fiftitious eve. 
| Look to von heaven above: was that defign'd 
To ſerve thy wants, or exerciſe thy mind? 
Though that fair moon, to chear the gloomy night, 
Around thy globe conveys her borrow'd light; 
Though other ſtars, each in his proper ſphere, 
Divide thy days and nights, thy month and year, 
Beyond 
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Wry0od thy ken, remoter orbits run, 
In each a ſyſtem, which attends a ſun. 
W While we look up, and gaze, and gueſs below 
At what we are not privileg'd to know 
How can thy pride imagine it ſhould be, 
& That He who rules above ſhould look on thee ? 5 
ge that confeſs'd ; we own His care the more, 
5 Who taught to find thoſe worlds, unknown before, 
Who ſummons each by name, and numbers all 
their ſtore. 
Nor is it long, ſince Reaſon could invent 
An eye *, to pierce the diſtant firmament ; 
A e a ſtars diſclofing to our view, } 


Or in appearance or diſcovery new ; 
put what from them to mortals can accrue? 
Their influence, in a {pace fo vaſt and void, 
Mult all be diſſipated and deſtroy'd. 
| What are the beings that inhabit there? 

Or how their nature ſuited to their ſphere ? 
Where would that Icarus of fancy rove, 
And then drop headlong from his flight above? 
Ambition! never weep for worlds unknown; 
But learn to be contented with thy own. 
Yet theſe are thine; as deſtin'd to conduce, 
Connected, to thy neceſſary uſe; 
As in their turns they riſe and diſappear, 
To point the rural labours of the year. 
Led by theſe lights, for knowledge or for gain, 
Launch the ſtrong ſhip, and plough the ſpacious main: 


* The tcleſcope, D. 


And, 
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| And, on whatever ſpot by tempeſt toſt, 

Explore thy diſtance from thy native coaſt. 

This little world; where we pretend to ſway, 

One half, for ages, undiſcover'd lay: | 
The ſailor then (the magnet's aid unknown, 

And ſcar'd by monſters of the Torrid zone) 
Believ'd the verdant cape the fartheſt ground; 
And all beyond was loſt in fea profound, 

Or old Atlantis in oblivion drown'd, 
That other pole, that ſinks beneath our fight, 

They doom'd to waters, or eternal night *: 

Not ſo Columbus, [and he judg'd aright.] 

| Sedate, though bold, and reſolute though wiſe, 

Diſtreſs, and ſtorms, and envy to deſpiſe, 

_ Ofer the wide waves he led his dauntleſs crew, 
Fame, wealth, and empire, all at once in view, 
Where other ſhores ariſe, and ſtars appear; 

And the fair croſiets light the ſouthern ſphere. 

Yet man was there ; though rude in arts like ours, 
The ſame in all his faculties and powers : 

And with the ſame inventive wit infpir'd, 

To find what his neceflity requir'd. 
Irregular to Heaven's more uſual laws, 

Say, whence his train the fiery comet draws ? 
Through what unfathom'd void his courſe is bound? 
Or how to vaniſh in the vaſt profound? 
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4 6 Lilem 
„Sub pedibus Styx atra videt — 


Illic, ut perhibenr, aut intempeſta filet NOX 
Semper.“ | | Vik. Georg, i. 243. 
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| Let Halley this, or Newton this explain ; 

And fix his period to return again: 

While the pale vulgar ſees, with wild amaze, 

ne ſword of God, unſheath'd for vengeance, blaze, 
Avert that omen, Heaven ! avert our guilt: 
Enough, alas! of native blood is ſpilt. 

Vet neither they determine, nor preſage: _— 
W The Lord of Hoſts commands, when war ſhall rage, 
To tame the licence of an impious ave. 

= A mind that graſps the habitable ball, 
Aſpires to heaven, and ſtrives to meaſure all, 
Whether, at objects ſo remote from hence, 

She gueſs aright, or err with ſpecious ſenſe, 

W Superior excellence of man proclaims, 

Though oft miſtaking in his glorious aims. 

His boatted ſcience by degrees he gains, 

Ns opening truth rewards his tireſome pains: 

For that acquir'd, without the labour try'd, 

Would flak its worth, and elevate his pride: 

| Labour to man was as his portion given; 

ow juſt, and how benevolent, is Heaven! 

ie ſoul from ſtupid indolence to raiſe ; 

0 trace the great Creator's myſtic ways 

And much, O Mortal! to thy curious mind “, 

Has Time reveal'd ; and much remains behind: 
cave that to Heaven, and know thy ſearch confin d. 
owe'er important thy diſcoveries are, 

\nother age demands an equal ſhare ; 
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Eccleſiaſticus, cher. Iii. ver. 23s Be not cur.ous in 
auecefſary matters.“ T. | | 


as 


3 * n Z <4 Wenn N l 1 


Number and weight, and meaſure to explain * 
Can thy ſmall heart this ample world contain ? 


Excites, and not forbids thee to inquire : 


A plealing taſk! though none can comprehend. 
Irs firſt beginning, or its lateſt end. 


Aſcrib'd to Heaven by ſages long ago! 
Thy very doubt of all theſe wondrous things, 


But raiſe thy nobler hope to future joy. 


* 


And rolling flames diſſolve this earthly ball; 
The juſt in happy manſions ſhall remain, 
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What ample arches o'er the river bend; 


% MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Yer there has God infix'd the keen defire ; 


How well was that advice, Thyſelf to know,” 


From that high monitor within thee ſprings. 
Daughter of Heaven, my ſoul ! for ſuch thou any. 
(Xo of material elements a part), 
On this fair ſcene thy preſent ſenſe employ; | 


Though Heaven ſhall vaniſh, and the ſtars ſhall fall, 


While worlds ſhall periſh, and revive again. 


ON THE PROSPECT FROM 
WESTMINSTER BRIDGE 
BY MRS. TOLLET, 1750. 


SAR renown'd in ſcience as in war, 
Look down a while from thy maternal ſtar: 
See ! to the ſkies what ſacred domes aſcend, 


* Eccleſiaſtes, chap. iii. ver. 11. T. 


ON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE. 8 
What ſeats above in rural proſpect lie; 85 
| Beneath, a ſtreet “ that intercepts the eye; 
Where happy commerce glads the wealthy ſtreams, 
And floating caſtles ride. Is this the Thames? 
The ſcene where brave Caſſibelan of yore 
Repuls'd thy legions on a ſavage ſhore? 
Britain, 'tis true, was hard to overcome, 
Or by the arms, or by the arts of Rome, 
Yet we allow'd thee ruler of the ſphere g 
| But, laſt of all, * oy Julian year. 


IN PARMAM SROPWABDIANAMt. 
B Y:. a T 0 L LE 7: | 


Renicremiats vides dicjeftis meenia ſaxis: 
En! verſa in cineres maxima Roma jacet. 
En! aurum appenſum ; ſtat contra, injuſtaque ferti 
Lancibus imponit pondera Celta ferox. 
Romanæ advol'tant acies, mediuſque citatum 
Impellit torva fronte Camillus equum. 
Umbo ſemper erit nulli violabilis zvo : 
Artifices celant tempora longa manus. 
dedibus ereptum ſacratis rite reponet 
Fama tamen Domini, poſteritaſque memor. 


* Thames Street, and the Cuſtom Houſe, D. 
+ Of Dr. Woodward's celebrated ſhield, a good account 
my be ſeen in Britiſh Topography, vol. I. p. 720. N. 4 

+ Mrs. Tollet's Latin poems are written in a truly elaſ- 
* taſte. What Virgil ſays of his bees, “ Crura thymo 
lena,“ may, in the metaphorical ſenſe, be applied to 
elegant lady's Mor alluſions * my paſſages in the 
laſhes. D. a 
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THE DENH IL LI A D. 94 
d ©CCASIONED BY THE HOUNDS RUNNING 
THROUGH LADY GRAY'S GARDENS, IN EAST-KENT, 
BY NICHOLAS HARDINGE®, ESQ, 
: Þ H E rage of rural ſports, O Goddeſs, ſing ! 
| Which to the Grays unnumber'd woes 0 bring} 
To fair Denhill unpell'd the foaming ſteed, | 


And urg'd the yelling hounds impetuous ſpeed ; 
80 Fieldiog t will'd, to Oxenden | decrecd. 


V N'cholas Hardinge, eſq. of Canbury, near iagtes in 
| Surrey, (grandſon of Sir Robert Hardinge of King's Newtoy 
1 io the county of Derby, knight; and father of George Har- 
4 dinge, eſq. of the Middle Temple, barriſter, and an eminent 
1 counſel) fellow of King' s College, Cambridge, many yean 
I clerk of the Houſe of Commons, and at-laſt member of par- 


liament for Eye in Suffolk, and one of the ſecretaries of the 
treaſury. He was a very diligent and able officer in both his 
departments, an excellent ſcholar, and an able antiquary. He 
2 married, in December 1738, Jane, ſecond daughter of Sir 
3 | John Pratt of Wilderneſs in Kent (chief juftice of the king 
l © bench), and ſiſter to the preſent Lord Camden; and died Apil 
t 9, 1758. His Latin poems (in every meaſure and tile) are 
much admired, Oue ef them may be ſeen in p. 85; and ſom: 
Þ others are in the“ Muſz Anglicanz.“ In „ The Poetic 
« Calendar,” val. IX. p. 92, is“ A Dialogue in the Sense i 
„ Houſe at Cambridge,“ by Mr. Hardinge, on ſetting-up the 
| ſtatue of Glory. The Branis was James Burrough, eig 
fellow of Caius College, afterwards maſter, and knighted; 
well known at Cambridge as an architect. N. 
1 ll. Ficluing. D. | 3 Sir George Oxenden. D 
Novi 
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THE DENHILLIA D. 22 
Now had the knights, and dogs, and * and 
{wains, | 

From Dean's low dale, to Barham s verdant dn 

= Through many a furrow'd field and pathleſs wood, 

One poor devoted fugitive purſued : 

To chearful Graia's hoſpitable ſear 

She fled, her wonted cover and retreat; 

There, crouching, half aſſur'd of mercy's aid, 

With mute requeſt the panting ſuppliant Pray d; 

A garden's privilege implor'd in vain, 

Vo bounds the ruffian hunters can reſtrain ; 

E Their lingering dogs the bold aſſaſſins cheer, 

Nor flower-heds they, nor cabbages revere: 

Each level'd walk with foul impreſſion ſtain, 
Sweep through the grove, the roſy wild profane, 
Nor ſpare Maria's boaſt, her darling vaſe 
Trembles the ſhell-work o'er the poliſh'd baſe. 
[Where were ve then, ye guardians of the Fair, 

WE: {vivan Powers, ve Nymphs and Dryads, where? 

Wii lplcſs, amaz'd, your fiſter Graia ran, 

And, undelighted, ſaw the face of man, | 
« Haſte, children, haſte, th' impatient mother ery 'd, 

Call in my ducks, ſee where thoſe horſemen ride! 

Have I for them adorn'd that opening glade, 

For them deſign'd that ripening thicker's ſhade ? 

dal] thoſe ſoft molded borders, trimly neat, 

Vield to the fierce inſulting courſer's feet? 

And o'er the lawn, with recent verdure ſpread, 

1all dogs ruſh in, where I ſcarce dare to tread ?” 

Car filent ſat; Maria thus expreſt 

\nxious the thoughts which flutntr'd 1 in her breaft: 


G 2 %% More 


84 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
« More dogs o'erleap the fence, more foes I view; 
There Hales “ and Cokie f join the madding crew: 
There's Charles f; O will not him the gout reprove 
Nor taſte, nor pity, nor politeneſs move? 
There the young Ox, the rival of his fire, 
Exulting glories in his youthful fire; 
What, will not age ſubdue the father's flame ? 
No place divert his appetite of game? 
No fence repeil ? — Forbear, raſh knight, forbear, 
Wilt thou undo us for a ſingle hare ? 
Hark ! where the thatch'd pavilion's roof ſurveys -_ 
Th' extended downs, they animate the chace; | 
And now returning with triumphant cry, 
They waſte, I fear, my nurſing roſary. 
Did J tor gueſts like theſe, with anxious care, 
That bower's receſs, that bliſsful haunt prepare? 
For impious ravagers that wonder raiſe, 
Pflann'd by mv art, the trophies of my praife ? 
*Tis fall'n, 's fall'n”— Here anger check'd her grief, 
And vengeful hopes imparted ſhort relief. 
Not ſo the Mother of the Grays reſtrain'd 
Her ſighs and tears, all comfort ſhe diſdain'd; 
Her garden's pride defac'd, each night the ſces 
In dreams, the hare beneath her tutted trees ; 
And black Cerberean hell-hounds rend her car, 
And viſionary ſteeds and fancy'd knights appear. 
And thou, Maria, with thy lateſt breath 
Shalt feel the love of vaſes ev'n in death; 
Still 1a thoſe moments, as in all the paſt, 
« O ſave my roſary!“ ſhall be thy laſt, 
„ Sir Thomas Hales. D. t Edward Coke, eſq . D. 
1 Colonel Fielding. D). ODE. 
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o DoE BY MR. HARD INGE. 
_ USI, Camenis aptus et otio, 
' Qua Trenta dulci flumine Derbiæ 


Per prata decurtit, vitensque | 
Solea tegit juga ſumma Not : 
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Nec me ſub umbri deſidiam brevem 
Captare, nec me rupibus aviis 
Gaudere, clivoloque agello, 
Dedecuit, ne morumque ſcenã 


Y 


Tego imminentum deſuper, et Lares 
Lymphis ad imos debilientibus, 
Dottiſque per pronum nitente 
Gramen iter properare rivo. 
Culto latentem rure nec Auſtriæ 
Clades labantis, nec Batavi timor, 
_ Gallusve mendax, aut luperbi 
Sollicitat rabies Iberi; 


Inſanientis non populi ſcelus; 
Non Italorum cantibus et choris 
Aſſucta, virtutiſque vere 
Immemor ct patriæ, juventus. 


* This truly Horatian Epiſtle the author deſired his 
ir.end Dr. Davies (late archdeacon of Derby) to put into 
eaſy Englith, and ſet d to Mrs. Hardinge, who had à great 
deſire to know and admire a performance of her huſband's 
which the heard ſo much colmetded. D.—A tranilation of 
t (which firſt ap; peared in“ 3 Genileman's Magaz: ne”? 
for 1778) is printed 1 in p. 87. ; 


Fa Jam 
E, . | Ju 
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Jam murmur urbis concidit et fori; 
Siletque diſcors curia; deſinens 
Iræ, paternos jam ſenator | 
Luuſtrat agros, avibus timendus. 
Dilecta quærit prædia (qua ſuum 
Natura geſtit vincere Kentium “) 
Molæque ſe lapſu, domoque 
Pie ria, reficit Pelhamus; 
Miſcere lento ſeria callidus 
Riſu ; nec idem, conſiliis iners 
Linguave, rem parcit Britannum 
Temporibus dubiis tueri. 


Nec tu, Pöyntzi, inglorius in ſinu 
Fundi cubantis frondea nunc ſeris 
. Querceta, nunc lauros perennes | 
Spargere amas: placidusne fruſtrà 
Colles amictos arboribus vides, 
Villeque aquarum planitiem adjicis, 
Adesque grato quæ parumper 
Hoſpitio teneant Wilhelmum; 
Curæ ferentem ſigna tuæ, ac, patris 
Ritu, paratum Martis honoribus 
Fulgere, ſeu pœnas daturus 
Angliacam petit hoſtis oram; 
Seu claſſe Gades vindice Georgius 
Notoque gentem fulmine perfidam 
Irritet; Arctoove reddat 
Præſidium pelago; ſuæve 


CT 40 Where Kent and Nat ature vic for Pclham' $3 loy 6,” Port 
| Lictus 
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ODE, BY MR. HARDINGE. 37 


Littus remotum viſat Americz, 

Er Mexicanos imperio regat 

Portus, et Indarum triumphet 
Dives opum, domitor Peruvi. 


Cur me, reductæ vallis in angulo, 
Cirilis ardor, telave terreant 
| Adverſa; Walpolo, profundi 
l deceat dominum, cavente * 


MR.  HARDINGE) 8 ODE TRANSLATED: 
BY r. P. OF w. COLLEGE, OXFORD. 1778, 


T® O eaſe devoted and the Muſe, 
''e wanton'd, midſt a thouſand bues, 
3 5 Trenta * pently ſtrays, 
And where, in verdant pride arrav'd, 
'Nole + veils her brow in ſylvan ſhade, 
From Phœbus' ſultry rays. 


Idler confeſs'd, I joy'd to rove, 
And toiling pierce th' impending grove, 
Or dozc in ſhady bower; 
O'er rocks to wind my devious war, 
Or round the ſhelving glebe to ſtray, 
Regardleſs of the hour. 


3} The river Trent, in Derbyſhire. P. 
+ Nole-Hills, the vame of the Celighuful ſitvation where | 
the author t, ncar the Trent, P, 5 
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nm 8 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
The limpid ſtreams, which pour amain 
From ſteeps to grace the humbler plain, | 
My raviſh'd gaze delight ; 
And when in union taught to flow, 
Meandering in the vale below, 
To ſofter ſcenes invite. 


Not ſlaughter'd Aultria's dreaded fall, 
The jealous Dutch, the faithleſs Gaul, 

Or proud Iberian ire, 

Can hence diſturb my tranquil mind, 

To calm obſcurity confign'd = _ 
My breaſt devoid ot fire. 

No more the dire miſguided zeal 

Of madding multitudes I feel; 

Not Siren arts refin'd, 
Italia's pride ! how fall'n her youth 
From antient virtue, fame, and truth 

Can captivate my mind. 


The buſy hum of men is o'er; 

Huſh'd is the din of courts; no more 
Each patriot paſſion flows ; 

The ſcnator now round his farm 

Saunters, to guard the crop from harm, 
And ſcare away the crows. 

He fceks in thoſe Elyſian fields, 

Where Kent to Nature fcarccly yer S, 
A cultivated home, 

Where Mola's * Nymphs can ſay how wel! 

The Nine with Pelham love to dwell, 
Beneath his Attic dome. 


*The river Mole runs near Mr. Pelham's ſeat at Eſker. P. 
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MR. HARDINGE'S ODE TRANSL ATED. 2 


Pelham ! who with unbending ſmiles, 
The tedious toils of ſtate beguiles ; 
| Who, true to Britain's cauſe, 
And firm in counſel and debate, 
- Himſelf ſupports her tottering ſtate, 
| And guards her equal laws. 
© Nor, Poyntz, doſt thou inglorious twine 
Around the elm the vielding vine, 
Too cool th' enamet'd ſcene; 
With careleſs art nor vainly toil, 
To deck the boſom of the ſoil, 
| Wich cluſter'd ever-green ; 
The oak-clad hills that milder glow 
Reflected from the lake below, 
Nor ſpread their charms in vain, 
United with thy ſocial eaſe, 
William *, ſince all conſpire to pleaſe, 
Thy lingering gueſt detain; 


William ! within whoſe martial breaſt 
Thy manly precepts are impreſs'd, 
To arms, to glory ſpeeds; = 
Prepar'd to lead her conquering hoſt, 
Should foes inſult Britannia's coaſt, 
TDeir'd by his father's deeds. 
| Prepar'd ! ſhould George provoke to ire, 
With his dread fleets and vengeful * 
The perhdy of Spain; _ 
Or when he bids his thunders roll 
Reſounding to the diſtant pole, 
To free the Northern main; 
p. Tuc late duke of Cumberiand, Mr. Poyntz's pupil. F. 
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„ MISCELLANY POEMS: 


Or mould his mighty veſſels nde | 
On weſtern ſeas in ſwelling pride, 
And hoſtile ports ſubdue, 
Whilſt their deep boſoms ſeem with pain 
The ſpoils and treaſures to ſuſtain, 
Ot India and Peru | 


What tumults can diſturb my reſt, 
What hoſtile threats iavade my breaſt, 
Secure in rural eaſe, 
Whilit Walpole at the helm eriider, 
And with his prudent counſel guides, 
— + ke lovercign of the ſeas 4 


\ 


TO MISS ==, 
BY MR JOHN SUuUAR Y 


WI EN Fancy's viſions o'er my ſoul aroſe, 
Lock'd in the foft embrace of {weet repoſe, 
Straight to my view your beauteous form appear 'd, 
For all its graceful excellence rever'd : 
Methought (fo kind) you unrequeſted ſung, 
While all the Sirens warbled on your tongue : 
How did I then with pleas'd attention hear, 
Gaze on your charms, and lend the liſtening ear! 
The favour which you yeſterday deny'd 
My kinder vitionary dreams ſupply'd. 


* Afterwards fellow of Corpus Chriſti College, Cambridg 
and miniſter of Trinity Church, Cambridge. He died in 17 
being then rector of St. Mary Abchurch, and St. Lauten 
Pountney, London, and D. D. The Greek proſeſſor at 0 


ford 1s h:s elder brother. D. 0 
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; TO MIS$S- . 

*, miglit I thus fee each returning light, 
BE ach morning thus enjoy your charming ſight, 
Wicw thee by day, and dream of thee by night ! 
ut I am deſtin'd quickly to remove 
ar diſtant from the object that I love; 
Wc: whereſac'er I draw the vital air, 
heart for you ſhall breathe the tender prayer: 
May every bleſſing on your life attend, 
Wich all that you can aſk, or Heaven can ſend! 
Nav health and joy improve each riſing grace, 
And add freſh beauties to your beauteous face! 
And oh! when all thoſe tender charms muſt fall, 
And yield to Death's inexorable call, 
lay then your ſoul in joys tranſporting fly, 
And join the tuneful Seraphs of the ſky ! 
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ON A GOLDEN INK-HORN, 
RESENTED BY THE HON. FRED. HERVEY®, ESQ. 
TO MISS MONSEY. | 


BY MR SHARFR 


N Ida's top to Venus' beauteous eyes, 

The golden apple was adjudg'd the prize, 
When Juno's power and Pallas“ wiſdom fail'd, 
er ſingle beauty glorioufly prevail'd 
ut when the heavenly Monfey's form peu, 
or each united excellence rever'd, 
Vhile in her face all Venus' beauties ſit, 
Vith Juno's dignity and Pallas“ wit, 


08 * Third fon of John lord Hervey ; now r bithop of Derry, 


ad car] ot Briſtol, D. 
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„„ MISCELLANY POEMS. 


| The ſtores of beauty, majeſty, and ſenſe. 


NI. R. JOHN PORT EI 


W HILE Kings have power to change a natal day, 


And my lvre hail thee under ſummer ſkies. 


Not paſs unnotic'd by a rhyme at icalt ; 


And thy life's evening happy as its noon ! 


EPITAPH ON-ALB INS 


IIIs quiver, arrows, and his bow lie here, 
And Beauty's felt lay lifeleſs on her bier. 


The gold a different form began to wear, 
And in this inſtrument approach'd the Fair, 
Ordain'd from her ſweet fingers to diſpenſe 


To MY WORTHY FRIEND 
BY MR. SHARP. FEB. 28, 1765. 


And Charlotte's January“ rivals May; 
White Higchingbrocke, his race to manhood run, 
Delavs to celebrate his twenty - one; 0 
Thy winter ſhall in brighter hours ariſe, 


Yet ſhall this day, though we poſtpone the feaſt, 


Still be thou bleſt with all that Heaven can fend, 
Long lite and health, a partner and a triend ? 
Be all thy Februaries bright as June, 


F R O NM NM RN UI 


E RE fair Albina lics, yet not alone; 
That was forbid by Cytherea's ſon : 


Strew roics then, and violets round her ſhower, 
She, that's row duſt, was yeſterday a flower. 


* Aliud:ng to the celebration of the Queen's birth- hay. 
HORA cl 


I ſhun thoſe remedies I ought to ſeek; 


tl 


HORACE, BOOK I. EP. VII. 


r ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE, Es- F. R. 8. 


NOT PRINTED IN BIS WORKS. | 


OY and good fortune, Muſe, to Celſus bear, 
If in return he aſks thee how I fare; 
Much though I boaſt, and glorious things deſign, 
lire, nor well, nor eaſy : but repine. ES 
he ſun my paſture ſpares, my vines the hail, 


Pickneſs my flocks: yet, what can this avail; ; 


If, found in body, but in reaſon weak, 


Nauſeate 


# This very ingeniovs and elegant poet, born at Burton 


don Trent, Jan. 21, 1705-6, was educated firſt. at Litch- 


feld, and then at Weſtminſter, where he ſoon became a 
eculiar favourite of Dr. Freind, the head maſter. After 


laying more than a year in the upper form, he was re- 
moved, when little more than fixteen, to Trinuy College, 
ambridge, and continued at the Univerſity till he had taken 


de degree of M. A. Having been always intended for the bar, 
te ſettled in Lincoln's Inn about 1727, and proſecuted for ſeve- 
al years with great attention the ſtudy of the law, in which 


de obtained a great degree of profeſſional knowledge ; but his 
lortune enabled him to decline the purſuit ot practice long 
core his death. His application to buſineſs both at Cam- 
dage and at Lincoln's Inn was occaſionally diverſified by 
e exerciſe of his poetical talents; of which an excellent 
chektion was given to the publick by his ſon in 1768. Mr. 
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In town, the country love; and there, the town? 
Next ak how Celſus fares, what hopes he feeds, 
How with the prince, and with the court ſucceeds ? 
If well, he anſwer : firſt your joy declare, 


As thou thy fortune, Celſus, thee we Il bear.” 


Browne married Feb. 10, 1743-4, Jane davzkter of Arch 
_ Hawkins Browneetq, He was twice elected into parliament fit 
1760, in the fifty-fifth year of his age. A good account 0 


647; where Dr. Kippis obſerves, that ſeveral of M. 
 Browne's poems remain in manuſcript, but that “ many d 


of the wit and humour which he fo eminently poſſeſſed. 
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collected in his works. D. 
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gs MISCELLANY POEMS, 
Nauſeate the medicine of advice; and hate 
The friend who cenſures my lethargic ſtate ; 
Purſue what hurts, and what is uſeful ſhun, 


And whilper then this precept in his car, 


A POETICAL EPISTLE, 
BY MR. BROWNE, TO HIMSELF, 
NOT IN HIS WORKS. 


W ELL, this poetic itch creeps on, 
Dodſley adopts you all his own. 


Firſt, Phœbe * gave the-luckleſs hint; 
Now, your Epiſtles + flare in print; 


deacon Trimnell, by whom he had one ſon, the preſent It 
Wenlock in Shropſhire, in 1744 and 1748; and died Feb. 14 | 


him is given in the Biographia Britannica, 17$2, vol. II. 


them would do him no ſmall honour, and afford ſtrong proofs 


Several of his poems are in Mr. Dodſley's Collection, N. 
e Verſes on Phabe, in his works. D. 
_ + FEpiſtle on Defign and Ne, publiſhed in 1723 3 


Tk 


A POETICAL EIS T Lx. „ 


This week, on every ſtall they lie 
Diſplay'd ; the next beneath a pye; 
Inſtead of purple and the coif, 


Curll prints your works, and writes your life, 


If Mzvius fcribble, 'tis to feed 
A bard inſpir'd by daring need : 


But, having wherewithal to dine, 


What vengeance damns thee to the Nine? 


Vou write to pleaſe a taſk indeed !— 


Taſte differs, juſt as men who read : 
This loves an eaſy line, and that 
Deems all that is not glaring, flat, 


| Some, wit and thought can ſcarce endure; 


Swift is too vulgar, Pope obſcure; 
Whim, Weather, Envy, Party, Spite, 
dit heavy on the tribe that write; 

Sadl lot of authors! vain your toil ! 
Away with all your midnight oil, 

Your charity to human kind; 

Who holds a taper to the blind? 

A poet, wrapt in ſong ſublime, 

Suits not our fublunary clime; 

Few are endued with eagle eyes, - 

To mark his progreſs through the ſkies; 
And when he wings his lofty flight, 
He periſhes from vulgar fight. 

Yet, ſpite of folly or caprice, 

Suppoſe ('tis but hypotheſis) 

Your Muſe could win her way to pratſe, 


And Cheſterfield approve the lays; 


2 | Now 
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MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Now ſudden wreaths your temples crown,. 
Proclaim'd a poet—about town, _ 
Thee, toaſts admire, and peers careſs ; 


| Frail and fallacious happineſs ! 
Peers treat their poets as their whores, 


Enjoy, then turn them out of doors; 
For wit (if always in your power) 

Is but a cordial for an hour: 

Shown like a freſh imported ape, 


Awhile you ſet the town agape; 


Beaux, belles, and captains, form a ring, 
To fee the new facetious thing; 

This happy Minion of the Nine, 

We wonder when he means to ſhine ; 


Fool! would you prattle, fete à tete, 
With all the fair and all the great: 


Mark whom their favours are beſtow'd on, 


Cibber, and Heidegger “, and Boden. 


Poets are arbiters of fame : 

True, but who loves or fears a name? 
Is it for fame Sir — — — —_ 
For fame that — — — 
Such hate a poet, or deſpiſe; _ 


Their proſpect in oblivion lies. 
Scarch far and wide where Virtue dwells, 
In camps, or colleges, or cells. 


Heroes alike, and bards, inſtead 
Of panegyrick, ſigh for bread. 


Or call forth all the powers of fable, 
Deſeribe a ſtateſman juſt and able, 


Dic ctor of the maſquerades, N 
4 - 


A POETICAL EPISTLE. 
Who, ſkill'd in play, diſdains to pack; 
What will you gain? the butt of ſack ? 
Let Colley fing, in numbers meet, 

Our leagues and wars, and Spithead fleet: 
a:ire be thine, a flowery field, 

Vet has a ſerpent oft conceal'd. 
A jury finds your words in print, 
Bur Curlls interpret what is meant. 
Grant it were ſafe, not Oldham's ſtorm 
Ot ſatire could a ſoul reform. 

To curb the time, can poets hope ? 
baggy but ſneers, though laſh'd by Pope. 

Would you from dice or pox reclaim, 

Brand this or that flagitious name: 
\What boots it, ſharpers and intriguers? 


But aſk, were Chartres +, Oldfield, beggars? 


No, born for modern imitation, | 
Worthies that throve in their vocation. 
Not c'en thy Horace, happy bard, 

Was by the barren Muſe preteir'd, 
While yet a friend to freedom hearty, 
An hogeſt, but a ſtarving party. 

He paſs'd for but a {imple wretch, 

And lov'd his bottle and a catch: 

Ile deem'd himſelf no very wiſe-man, 
Nor aim'd at better than Exciſe-man ; 
To breeding had ſuch poor pretence, 
Moſt thought he wanted common ſenſe, 
Nor courtly Athens, though polite 
As Paris, could improve the wight, 


+1 
** 
In 


Walter. D. + Immortalized by Arbuthnot. 
Vor. VI. H Wherec'er 
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58 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
'Wheree'er he paſs'd, the mob was eager 
To laugh at ſo groteſque a figure. 

Vet Horace oer the ſparkling bowl, 

I grant, had talents for a droll; 

And hence, though ſprung from dunghil] earth, 
Ile pleas'd the courtiers with his mirth.; 
Next wiſely ventur'd to renounce 

His principles, and role at once, 

. Roſe from a bankrupt to the ſum 

Of human happinels — a-plumb ! 

Then drank, and revel'd, and grew big, 
Vet ſtill an aukward dirty Pig “. 

Lo! then the people felt his gall, 

Twas e Sturdy beggars, damn ye all!” 

Nliadleſs of others love or ſpite, 

He car'd not, ſo he pleas'd the knight; 
And wrote, and wrote, as was the faſhion, 

To praiſe the knight's adminiſtration. 

Nay once, a worldly zeal ſo warm is, 

He wrote in praile of ſtanding armics. 

Sich arts your darling Horace grew by: 

Such migh have 1ats'd an arrant booby. 


THREE EPIGRAMS, BY MR. DBROWNE. 
NEVER BEFORE PRIN TI 
1. 1\!PROMYTU. ON SEEING A PICTURE OF 
MISS ROBINSON ® BY MR, HIGHMORE. 
] u hom no living beauty yet could warm, 
195 Am now enamour'd of an empty farm. 


* Eo curi de grege porcus. D. 
4 vattcrwards married to the Rey, Dr. Freind. 


2. 0\ 


* P 1 6 1 A M s. „ 


. ON DR. YOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS, 
ON Life, Death, AN D Imenortality. 


Is Life is lifeleſs, and his Death ſhall die, 


And mortal is his Jmmortality. 


3. ON A POEM CALLED SILENCE. ; 
Silence this! — What next you write, . 
Be Chaos ! — Ralph has handled Night “*. , 


LoODE, TO MR. HIGHMORE. 
FROM MR. BROWNE'S POEMS. 


O Apellxi calami perite, 1 
Cui dedit pulchre Venus eſſe forme \/ 
eas Pheebus dedit ipſe lucis Ce = 
Noſcere vires, ; * 


Tu novum ſolers PRE hinc decor 
Virgini donas, faciemque rugis 
. . A ; . BY 
Enipis, ſolers volucris ſenette © | 1 
HSiſtere pennss. * 
Me juvet pulchrum quoties laborem 
Cernere, ut ſenſim vacua umbra corpus 


Exhibet, naſcens ſimul ipſa ſenſim 
Vita caleſcit! 


Nempe, Promabus velut, Highmor” ignem 
Ccelitus, furto meliore, raptas, 


Et tuis deſu niſi vox figuris, 3 | 
Cetera ſpirant. 


® Night, a n by James Ralph, one of the heroes 
of the Dunciad, III. 165. 
Silence, ye wolves] while Ralph to Cy: thia howls, 
) N Aud makes N 2% hideoas — anſwer him, ye owls.” D. 


« MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Tuque cognatæ cape dona Muſz, 
Spiritus noſtras regit unus artes; 
Sunt tibi, ſunt et mihi, purioris | 
| Semina flammæ. 


| TRANSLATED BY MR. 4 DUNCOMBP, 


Wiru Apellæan genius warm'd, 
Thy tafte for beauty Venus form'd ; 


' Phoebus himſelf to thee difplay'd 
Th' united powers of light and ſhade. 


Hence to the beauteous maid thy art 
Unfading beauties can impart, 
Can bamſh wrinkles far away, 
And bid old age his flight delay. 


Oft by thy {ill my wondering eyes 
From empty ſhades fee bodies rrle 
By ſwift degrees; life ſeems to warm 
By ſwift degrees the riſing form. 
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Thou, like Prometheus, from the ſkies 
Canſt call down fire, a lawful prize ! 
A voice alone thou canſt not give, 
Elſe would thy breathing figures live. 


This gift a kindred Muſe beſtows, 
In both our arts one ſpirit glows; _ 
Thou, and thy poet too, may claim 
Some ſparks of a celeſtial flame, 

. Son- in-law to Mr, Highmore, N. 
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TO MISS H——LT, 
Firn 1 TATLERS, SPEC TATORS, AND GUARDIANS, 
BY NATHANAEL LLOYD, ESQ*. 


HILE others, with conſummate {kill and care, 
Direct thy motions, geſture, and thy air, x 
Dear girl (for perfect blifs, I hope, deſign'd), 

18 me contribute to adorn thy mind. 

Plav'ſt thou be free from blemiſh as from ſin 

P\Vithout all lovely, and all pure within. 

Kharms perſonal, when once the bloom is paſt, 
N\Vithout good ſenſe and knowledge ſeldom laſt: * 


F ＋ . — 
I . 5 Mr 5 * 
n e : ag od» 


. 


ö . . © 


Dad ſenſe and knowledge, if good- breeding fail, VI 
o gain and keep our hearts will ſcarce avail. 1M 
Do thou for every grace have juſt reſpect ; 1 
1 ccompliſhmen!s external not neglect, * 
Put let hy mind with choiceſt gifts be deckt. 3 
lien Time to thee, white others will decay, \- 
Plall give more beauties than he takes away. Mk 


ati — 


MP. LLOYD'S POETICAL WII. . 


W. A'T J am going to bequenth; 
When this frail part ſubmits to deat thy 


(But ill 3 hope the ſpark divine 


2 


3 5 


* 


With its congenial ſtars ſhall ſhine,) 

* Of Twickenham, uncle to the preſent counteſs Poulett. 5 

e died in 1776 aged 82. N. 5 - 

; T Printed in Gent. Mag. 777 p. 88, from a copy taken | 
H 3 My a 
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MISCELLANY POEMS. 


My good executors, fultil, 

I pray ye, fairly my laſt will, 

Wich firſt and ſecond codicil : 

And firſt I give to dear Lord Hinton ., 
Ar Twy ford ſchool now, not at Winton, 
One hundred guineas fhr a ring, 


Or ſome ſuch memorandum thing ; 


And truly much I ſhould have blundered, 


Had 1 not given another hundred 


To Vere, Earl Poulett's ſecond ſon, 
Who dearlv loves a little fun. 
Unto my nephew Robert Longdon, 
Of whom none ſays he c'er has wrong done, 
Though civil law he loves to haſh, _ 
I give two hundred pounds in caſh. 


One hundred pounds to mv niece Tuder, 


(With loving eyes one Matthew view'd her,) 
And to her children, juſt among them, 

A hundred more; and, not to wrong them, 
In equal ſhares I freely gire it, | 

Not doubting but they will receive it. 

To Sally Crouch and Mary Lee, 


If they with Lady Poulett be, 
Becauſe they round the year did dwell 


Ia Twickenham-houſe, and ſerv'd full well; 


When Lord and Lady far did ſtray 


Orer the hills and far away, 


The firſt ten pounds, the other twenty; 


And, girls, I hope that will content ye. 
* Earl Poulett's eldeſt ſon, N. 


err eee. 
in ſeventeen-hundred- ſixty- nine, 
This with my hand T write and ſign, 
The ſixtcenth day of fair October, 
In merry mood, but {ound and ſober, 
Paſt my threeſcore and fifteenth vear, 
With ſpirits gay and conſcience clear, 
 Joyous and frolickſome, though old, | 
And, like this day, ferene but cold; A 
To foes well-wiſhing, and to friends moſt kind, A 
In perfect charity with all mankind. 


bY THOMAS EDWARDS, ESQ 
i TO MISS HIGHMORES; 
ENT ON VALEN C N K 3 DAY. 
NEVER BEFORE P RINTED+. 


If not yourſelf a Muſe, accept theſe lays, 

Mean though they be, nor worthy of your praiſe, 

Yet ſtill ambitious ſuch approot to gain. When, 
* Now Mrs. Duncombe. N. 

+ Thomas Edwards, e1q. had a good oaternsl eſtate at 
lorrick in Buoks; and was the laſt of his family,as appears by 
As th Sonnet in Dodlley, where he pathetically laments the 


. 
F 

5 - * | N F | * . 

AIR Valentine, and of the Muſes! train, 5 * 


of tour brothers and as many ſiſters, He was an excellent 
Icholar, having been thoroughly grounded in the Olaſſicks 
Eton School, whence he was removed to King's College, 
ambridge, He aftorwards applied himſelf in Lincoln's 
inn to the ſtudy of the law (his father and grandfather 


In 
H 4 having. 


ws MISCELLANY POEMS, 
When, in Honoria's travels ®, you explain 
The ſafeſt path mid? life's bewilder'd wavs, 


And guide vour pilgrim through th' entangled mat, 
Her viituous toils inſtruct and entertain. 


Why then, with ſhame-fac'd diffidence, withdraws 
Your baſhful Muſe, far from the public view, 
And well-deferv'd applauſe, which fans the fire 
Of emulous Virtue in an honeſt cauſe? | 
A larger ſhare of fame is but your due, 
Who write ſo well, and, while you praiſe, in{pire, 


wing deen of the fame profeſſion). He ſpent the laſt 17 
years of his life principally at Turrick ; died on a vil: 
at his friend Mr. Richardſon's at Parſon's Green, tic 
3d of Jan. 1757, aged 58; and was buried at Elle{borowy! 
in Buckinghamſhire. His nephews (fiſter's ſons) were be 
heirs. He was equally diſtingutjhed for his genius and the 
goodneſs of his heart. His“ Canons of Criticiſm” did hin 
great credit, both as a cr:tic and as a ſcholar, and of covri: 
provaked the vengeance of Dr. Warburton, which he wreak 
ed very illiberally in a note on the Dunciad (IV. 567); df 
which Mr. Edwards was more ſuſceptible than he need have 
been, deeming his gentility imp cached by the words © a Genth- 
man, as he 15 pleaſed to call himſelf, of Lincoln's de 
but, in reality, a Gentleman only of the Dunciad, & 

Thirteen of his Sonnets are printed in Dodliey's, 455 
in Pearch's, and four in this Collection. Twenty-ſeven 
others may be ſeen in the laſt edition of his“ Canons « 
Criticiſm, 1765.“ He was alſo author of a pamphlet called 
« Free and candid Thoughts on the Doctrine of Predeſtina- 
tion.” See Dr. Akenſide's and Mrs. Chapoene's Odes to him. N. 


An an on n in MS. N. 
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„ OCCASIONED BY SOME GENTLEMEN'S 


SMOAKING IN THE AUTHOR'S CHAMBERS. 
THE EVENING BEFORE A' YOUNG LADY 
WAS TO BREAKFAST WITH HIM, 


enten MADE THE ROOM UNFIT FOR HER RECEP TION. 


AND PREVENTED HER VIS Ir. 
NEVER BEFORE PRINTE D. 
| enn with Coke of noiſy fame, 
With front of brals and lungs of ſteel endued, 
| Thou thee ®, and, in metre harſh and rude, 
ald up my own on ruin of thy fame; 
Jo future times mav'ſt thou go down with blame, 
\Who, in the reign of peaceful King and geud, 


Broughr'ſt-in the weed that brought- in endleſs feud, 


[Like haggard hawk ſtooping at ſordid game : 


Hadit thou ſucceeded in thy wild deſign, | 

And given to Britain all Guiana's gold, 
Small thanks had then been due to theo and thine ; 
| But as thou faiPdſt, right well the Monarch bold, 
Arm'd with ſure Counter-blaſt + and wrath divine, 
Thy tortet life to greedy Spaniards fold. 


. For 1 Thou thee, thou traitor” Coke $ ſpeech at Sir 


Walter Raleigh's Trial, D. 


A Counter-blaſt againſt Tobacco, 2 wiinen by King 


James the Firſt. D. 


3. O 
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3. TO I. CHANCELLOR HARDWICKE 


Thou, to ſacred Themis awful throne, _ 

And the chief ſeat among the crowned peers, 
The nation's laſt reſort, in early vears 

Rais'd by thy high deſert; not thicſe alone, 


Nor all the fame thy eloquence has won, | 
Though Britain's councils with {uccels it ſteers, 
And the raſh Scot its diſtant thunder fears, 

Rank thee ſo far above compariſon, 


As that prime bliſs with which the heart is warm'd, 
Thoſe numerous pledges of thy nuptial bed, 
Who back reflect a luſtre on their fore ; 
Taugin by thy lore, by thy example form'd, 
With ſteady {teps the ways of glory tread, - 
And to the palin of virtuous fame aſpire. 
1746. 


4 TO THE HORN. cn 1 YORKE. 


HARLES, whom thy country's voice applauding call 
To Philip's honourably vacaur'ſca: +, 
With modeſt pride the glorious ſummons meet, 
And riſe to fame within St. Stephen's walls! 
Lord Hardwicke's happineſs in his fons was alſo me? 
elegantly defcribed, or rather alluded to, by Mr. Browne, at 
the concluſion of his 1ſt book De Alrim; Unnior N 0 Non 
fi contingam, &c. D. 
+ Ryegate, for which Mr. C. Yorke had juſt been choſen 
member in the room of his brother Philip, who made tis 
clektion for the county of Camuridge. D. 1 
| No 


F 
Nor mean the honour which thy youth befalls, 
Thus early claim'd from thy lov'd learn'd retreat, 
To guard thoſe ſacred rights which elevate 
Britain's free ſons above their neighbour thralls. 


Let Britain, let admiring Europe, ſee 
In thoſe bright parts, which, erſt, too long conſin d, 
Shone in the circle of thy friends alone, 
How ſharp the ſpur of virtuous anceſtry, 
When kindred virtues fire the generous mind 
Of Somers nephew, and of . ſon. 
2747 


ODE, BY MR. EDWARDS; 


o Asli D 5 
A LADY'S * BEING BURNT WiTH CURLING IRONS« 


ATR Britiſh ladies, whom with matchleſs charms. 
Profufe the dædal hand of nature ſtor'd, 
So that for beauty ye 're almoſt ador'd, 
gain the lovely circle of your arms 
esche chief.carthly bliſs, by Heaven deſign'd 
To chear the toils and forrows of mankind; 


The lamp of Beauty was in Heaven firſt tin'd 
To light us through this weary pilgrimage ; ; 
Then with due care preſerve the precious gage, 
As erſt in. native purity-1t ſhin'd ; 
Nor let adulterate Art its luſtre hide, 
a Fer which ye far and near are gloriticd : 


* Alits Highmore, See p. 103. N. 5 
| Both 
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Both far and near your charms are glorified, 

And with ſweet tyranny deſpotic reign 

In hearts of men, who hug the ſilken chain; 
The merchant's wealth, the king's imperial pride, 
The victor's laurel, poet's ivy crown, | 
All at your feet are laid ſubmiſſixe down. 


O ſtrike not dead with an heart-thrilling frown 
Your faithful liegeman, while he begs you ſpare 
Th' ambroſial treſſes of your flowing hair, 

Which Love, our common lord, aſſerts his own; _ 

In them well pleas'd he lurks, and of them makes 

Thoſe ſubtle nets with which fond hearts he takes. 


For Love's dread power, and for the Graces' ſakes, 
Let far away the murderous ſheers be thrown, 
Nor give thoſe locks, the virgin's radiant crown, 

To torturing fire, which their fine texture breaks, 

Drinks up their juice, and brings with quick decay 

December's hoary badge on blooming May. 


Let Gallia's dames, in borrow'd beauty yay, 
Who o'er their cheeks the plaiſtering ceruſe ſpread, 
And youth's ſweet fluſh diſgrace with tawdry red, 
In nature's ſpite make artful ringlers play; 
And when the fire denies its wonted aid, 
With purchas'd curls their faded temples ſhade : 


In native charms ſecure, the Britiſh maid 
Should truſt to Nature; ſince to her ſhe owes 

Th' unſullied lily, and the glowing roſe z 

Let her point out how beſt may be difplay'd 

Thoſe beaming glories, which her hand has ſhed 

Wich various bounty on tlie beautcous head. 

VERSES 
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VERSES BY MR. STILLINGFLEET®, 


OCCASIONED BY TRE TWO FOLLOWING 
LINES IN A POEM OP MR. TALEUR'S,: - 


„And mould ſhe yield, who once faid Nay F | 


« 1'd turn my back, and walk away.” 


q I'S nobly ſaid, my friend; what! be enflav'd 
To the fond threats of inconſiſtent woman! 
Court empty ſmiles, or tremble at vain frowns, = 
turns ſucceeding, like the troubled waves, 
Which rife this moment to the fleeting wind, 


Then ſtraight beneath their uſual level fink ! Let 


gally diſtinguiſhed as a naturaliſt and a poet. His father 
Edward was fellow of St. John's College in Cambridge, 


ring in 1692, loſt his lucrative offices, and the biſhop's 
wour : a misfortune that affected both him and his poſterity, 
lowever, going into orders, he obtained, by his father's 
vans, the living of Newington-Butts, which he immediately 
changed for thoſe of Wood-Norton and Swanton in Nor— 
*. He died in 1708. Benjamin, his only ſon, was edu- 


ned at Norwich ſchool, which he leſt in 1720, with the 


tirater of an excellent ſcholar, He then went to Trinity 
allege in Cambridge, at the requeſt of Dr. Bentley, the 
after, who had been private tutor to his father, domeſtic 
lain to his grandfather, and was much indebted to the 


«ted by the maſter's influence. This was a ſevere and 
expected diſappointment ; ; and but little alleviated after» 
Wards 


s Grandſon to the well-known biſhop of Worceſter, ard 


. R. S. M. D. and Greſham Profeffor of Phyſic ; but, mar- 


CEO I WR. 


Aly. Here he was a candidate for a fellowſhip; but was 
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Let cauſes light as this and as incenſtant 
' Govern their frowns and ſmiles, but not our joys: 


To nipping winds on the ſoul-bleaching plains 
Of grizly Pluto, till contractive cold 
Had pinch'd me to a point; or rarify'd hi 
wards by the Doctor's apology, that it was a pity. that a gen- 
: tleman of Mr. Stillingfleet's paris ſhould be buried within the 
walls of a college. Perhaps, however, this ingratitude c 
Dr. Bentley was not of any real diſſervice to Mr. Stillingfleet 
By being thrown into the world, he formed many honourable 


and had communicated to the publick his curious “ Obſer- 
.« yations on the Growth of Trees.” But it was to M.. 


which that gentleman had ſettled. upon him in his life-time 


uſeful citizen, and a geod man. In this walk of learning it 


7 lander, Mr. Hudſon, Mr. Price of Foxley, and ſome other 
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I'd rather be for centuries expos'd 


and valuable connections. The late Lord Barrington gave hit, 
in a very polite manner, the place of maſter of the bar- 
racks at Kenſington; a favour to which Mr. Stilling 
fleet, in the dedicatien of his © Calendar of Flora” u 
that nobleman, alludes with great politeneſs, as wel 
as the warmeſt gratitude, His „ Calendar” was formed u 
Stratton in Norfolk, in 1755, at the hotpitable ſeat of Mr. 
Marſham, who had made ſeveral obſervations of that Kind, 


Wyndham, of Felbrig in Norfolk, that he appears to ham 
had the greateſt obligations: be travelled abroad with him; 
ſpent much of his time at his houſe; and was appointed on? 
of his executors; with a couſiderable addition to an annuity 


Mr. Stillingfleet's genius ſeems, if we may judge from his 
works, to have led him principally to the ſtudy of naturll 
hiſtory, which he proſecuted as an ingenious philoſopher, at 


mentions, as his friends, Dr. Watſon, Mr. (now Dr.) S. 


Mr, Gray makes the following favourable mention of him, in 
| ORs 
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By beit, till every nerve, and every pore, 
Strerch'd to the utmoſt limits of expanſion, 


E Were juſt prepar'd to burſt, like the thin air 
Joa the top armoſphere, where matter *gins 


To melt awav, and loſe itſelf in nothing. 


one of his letters dated from London, in 176r; © 1 havo 
lately made an acquaintance wich this philoſopher, who lives 
in a garret in the winter, that he may ſupport ſome near re- 
[lations who depend upon him. He is always employed, con- 
ſequently (according to my old maxim) always happy, always 
chearfu!, and ſeems to me a worthy honeſt man. His preſent 
{-heme is to tend ſome perſons, properly qualified, to refide a 
vear or two in Attics, to make themſelves acquainted with 


the climate, productions, and natural hiſtory of the country, 


that we may underſtand Ariſtotle, Theophraſtus, &c. who 


have been Heathen Greek to us for ſo many ages; and this 


he has gdt propoſed to Lord Bute, no unlikely perſon to put 


it in execution, as he is himſelf a botaniſt,” ” A beautifulelo- 


gium on him, by Mr. Pennant, is prefixed to the fourth yo- 


lume of the“ Britiſh Zoology.” An epiſtle by Mr. 
Sullingfleet, in 1723, is printed in the Poetical Magazine, 


t764, p. 224. He publiſhed, about 1733, an anonymous pam- 


phlet, intituled, “ Some Thoughts concerning Happineſs ;* 
and in 1759 appeared a volume of Miſcellaneous Tracts,“ 


which is in much eſteem, and does great honour both to 


his head and heart, They are chiefly tranſlations of ſome 
eſays in the © Amcenitates Academicz,” publiſhed by Lin- 
rus, interſperſed with ſome obſervations and additions of 
his own. In this volume he ſhews a taſte for claſſical learn- 


ing, and entertains us with ſome elegant poetical effuſions. _ 


He annexed to it ſome valuable “ Obſervations on Graſles,” 


aud dedicated the whole to George Lord Lyttelton. A ſecond edi- 
"Foz | a © 


Imperious woman! trifling half, exiſtence! Made 
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Made of the ſhavings of a nobler form, 

Shall ſhe pretend to lord it over man! 

What! doth ſhe hope, perch'd on the tilts of Vanity, 
To outſtrut Nature ! Sooner the low ſhrub 

Shall over-top the tall cloud-piercing pine, 

Or human laws arreſt the wandering planets Az 


tion of it appeared in 1962; athird in 1775. Mr. Stillingfer 
likewiſe publiſhed “ Some Thoughts occafioned by the late 
Earthquakes, 1750,” a poem in gqto. © Paradiſe Loft, a 
. Oratorio, ſet to Muſic by Stanley, 1760, 4to. and “ The 
Principles and Powers of Harmony, 1771, 4to. a very learned 
work, built on Tartint's Trazato di Muſica ſecordi du verra Sc 
enza dell Armenia. Theſe, and his © Effay on Converſation, 
in the firſt volume of Dodſley's Collection of Poems, cu: 
title him to a diſtinguiſhed rank among our Evnglith pucts, 
The“ Effay” is addreſſed to Mr. Wyndham with all tha 
warmth of friend{hip which diftinguiſhes Mr. $tillingfleer, 
As it is chiefly didactie, it does not admit of ſo many ora. 
ments as ſome compoſitions of other kinds. However, it 
contains much good- ſenſe, fews a confiderable knowledge of 
mankind, and has ſeveral paſſages that, in point of harmony 
and eaſy verlification, would not diſgrace the writings of our 
moſt admired poets. Here more than once Mr. Stillingtleet 
ſhews himſelf ſtill fore from Dr. Bentley's crvel treatment of 
him; and towards the beautiful and moral cloſe of it (Where 
he gives us a ſketch of himſelf) ſeems to hint at a mortifi- 
cation of a more delicate nature, which he 1s ſaid to hav: 
ſuffered from the other ſex, This tov may perhaps account 
for the aſperity with which he treats the ladies in the © Vers 
« ſes“ here printed. To theſe diſappointments it was 
perhaps owing that Mr. Stillingfleet neither married, nor went 
into orders. His London reſidence was at a ſadler's in Pe- 
cadulys where he died in 1771, aged above ſeventy, leaving 


fever 


„2 wa 


Ac in their orbs they roll : much rather learn, 
n woman, toſubmit,'and ſpread no more 
The {\ -eliing top- fail) to the fluttering gales 
ah from the bloated cheeks of ſelf-conceit. 
Leacn from the Eaſtern females to adore, 

Who ſtoop with joy to catch the handkerchief 
Dropny by their gracious» lord. The happy ſhe, 
0 (Q oY all Who find 1 it 28 he r. fect ; ; 

The ick withdraw, and, like the race of inſects 
Jebarr'd the e cheating i ſun, incline their heads, 
fad ſcch the Table mantle of oblivion, 


Jus ver the banks my paſſion boil” d, 
Till Cælia ro my mind aroſe ; 
She all my noble projects ſpoil'd, 
V+ hlooll ſhrunk back, and almoſt froze. 
do vaunts the madman in his cell, 
Angry at tome imagin'd ſlave, 
Who durft diſpute his roval will, 
ha durſt his dreadful fury brave; 
With ately ſtep he now prepares 
The ſauey phantom to chattile ; 
Bu: it the keeper's voice lic hcars, 
Down tamely on the {raw he lies. 


eral valuable papers behind him. To theſe Nr. Pennant 
lades, when he ſays, © I received the uvtigithed tokens of. 
1:3 regard by virtue of his promiſe the only papers that 2 
Vere retcucd from the flames 10 which his mode ty had de- 
Voted all the reſt,” He was buried in St. James's church, : 
woot the flighteſt monument of his having exiſted. See 
e benile 


(40 ; 


man's Ma ZAzine, LOT 1776, p. 162, 496; tor 1777 


hence this note is pruvieipally taken. N. 
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VERSES BY Mp. STILLINGPIFRT. 113 


ns bo 


114 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


A SCRNE, AFTER HUNTING, 
AT SWALLOWFIELD IN BERK& 


f S$HREYD DAVIES*, wa. © 
EIN THIRLBY t. jon vopd, EQ. AND MR, WHALI, 


5 . ＋ H I RLB . | 8 
HERE 'S pleaſure, ſure, in being clad in green, 
Which none but greenmen know. How did my 
limbs 
Exult, to find themſelves diſrob'd of black 
What is the ſcold of bed-makers to that 
Harmonious pack ! or what the ſolemn note 
Of beadle Simplon to eur huntſman ſhrill ! 
Then fellow of King's College, Cambridge; afterwari 
rector of Kingſland in Herefordſhire, prebendary of Litch- 
field, archdeacon of Derby, and D. D. He died Februar 
6, 1769. His paems in Dodſley, vol. V. viz, “ Vacun, 
„ Epithalamium,” On J[ohn] WIhaley] ranging Pan- 
„ phlets,” “ To a Gentleman on the birth day of his tic 
« ſon,” and “ On two friends born on the ſame Day; 
and in vol. VI. “ To the Hon. and Rev. Frederic] 
C[ornwallis],” “ To the Reverend Thomas] Tf ayloth 
D. D.“ „ To Cſ harles | P[rart ], Eſq.” « At ſeeing Arch- 
« þiſhop Williams's Monument, in Carnarvonſhire,” togetbet 
with his imitations of Horace in Mr. Duncombe's editio 
all anonymous, bear ample ny to his uncommon . 
nius and erudition. N. 
+ Styan Thirlby, LL. D. ſon of Mr. Thirlby, vicar of $ 
Margaret's in Leiceſter ; and born, it is ſuppoſed, about 164: 
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I felt unuſual courage when the fox, 


Wilicft of all creatures, ſtar'd me in the face 


| He publiſhed, when only R. A. of . College, Cambridge, 
An Anſwer to Mr. Whiſton's Seventeen Suſpicions concern- 


ing Athanafius, in his Hiſtorical Preface, by Styan Thirlby, 
1712” Ia 172; he was editor of“ Juſtin Martyr,” the dedi- 
cation to which has always been conſidered as a maſterly pro- 
daction, in fyxle particularly. The late learned Dr. Jortin, Who 
was one of his pupils, was very early in life recommended by 


him to tranſlate ſome of Euſtathius's notes forthe uſe of Pope's 
Homer; (ſee a letter of Mr. Fenton's, in the Additions to 


Pope, Wi. IT. p. 106.). He left college many years before 
his death, and reſided in London, firſt at Sir Edward Wal- 
pole's, and afterwards in private lodgings. He was fond of 

the common law, and ſtudied it; and, after he came to Lon- 
don, Rad thoughts of being entered at one of the Inns of 
Court, and being called to the bar; but that ſcheme he aftcr- 
wards declined, and lived very retired, ſeeing only a few of 
his friends. Dr. Thirlby once had a deſign to publith Shak- 


ſpeare 3 and Dr. Jortin undertook to read over that poet, with, 


a view to mark the paſſages where he had either imitated 
Greek or Latin writers, or at leaſt had fallen into the ſame 
thoughts and expreſſions. Dr. Thirlby dropt the defign ; but 
let a Shakſpeare, with many marginal notes and corrections, 
which is at preſent in the poſſeſũon of Sir Edward Walpole, 
to whom he bequeathed all his books and papers. In the lam 

viition of that matchleſs dramatiſt, Dr. Thirlby's name occurs 
early in the liſt of commentators. He was appointed a king's 
waiter in the port of London, in May 1741, a ſinecure place 
worth about 1001. per annum, procured for him by Sir Edward 
Walpole, He died December 19, 1753+ N. 


1 3 (Through 
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(Through enterprize or fear, I cannot telt); 
But ſure the beat was hideous. Yet 1 Rood 
Undaunted, at the time that Whalev's ® ſeif 
Fled in diſmay, and ſought the neighbouring cope, 
Had not my nobleſt champion, generous Dod +, 
3 to my aid, that moment were my laſt. 
XLE. 
vou wrong me, Doctor, by the manes great 
Ot my all-trading fire |: I ne'er was decm'd 
A coward; no, not when the gander dire, 
Furious with pok'd- out neck, and flapping wings, 
 AlfiVd me ſore perplex'd ; but loon the gaggling 
| Monſter a victim fell to ſtone or ſtiek. 
Then call it caution : for believe me, Sirs, 
I took the grinning monſter for a wolf. | 
Mr. Dobo, gizing Whaley a flap on the face, Joi, 
Thou art the vileſt coward that c'er liv'd; 
I faw thee as thou fled'ſt, and, if my ſenſe 
Divin'd aright, methought I {melt thee too. 
In vain the ſtanding corn oppos'd my ſpeed, 
In vain the farmer ſwore; nor hedge, nor oaths, 
| Deterr'd me; hedge I broke, and oaths return'd 
With recompence, and came in necd extreme 
To ſave my friend, waging unequal war, 
But thy o'er-weary'd ſpirits. alk recruit. 


* John Whaley, M. A. fellow of King's College, Cam- 
- bridge, and an ingenious poet, as appears by wy % Collection 
« of original Poems and Tranſlations, 1745.“ Another vo- 
lume was publiſhed after his death. N. 
1 Now member for Reading. N. 
7 A thop-keeper at Norwich. D. 
| . A cordial 
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A cordial for the Doctor (As for him, 
jeh make example dire, and to be rued 
Br cowards vet unborn ; that all may learn 
Bollneſs and enterprize, and fear t to o fear. 
Here, take bim hence! 
nr „„ 

Ah me ! how happy once |! | Ba 
DoDD. 0 
0 for invention to chaſliſe the crime ! 

Through all my houfe, through kuchen, burn hall, 
To grooms, and cook, and butler, be it known, | 
That "tis my pleaſure Whaley faſt this day: 

And whoſoe'er clandeſtine ſhall appeaſe _ 

His longing maw, himſelf ſhall faſt, I ſwear. 


DR. THIRLBY. | | 
Conſider, Sir, leſt incgration, juſt os It: 2 


In principle, tranſport you to pronounce 

A ſentence too ſevere, and o'er-ptoportion'd 

To the tranſgreſſion (foul I mult confeſs) ; 

Bu: may not mercy whiſper to the thought | =_ 

A mulct leis rigid © ' 
DODD. | 


Doctor, this age, 
Tiiis daſta-d and fox- feating age, demands 
devetity and rigour. 
Ferrel, be thou the bearer of my Will! | 
Whaley in bis apartment. To him Faricl, 


FARKEL::-. 
Excuſe me, Sir, if duty bids me ſpeak 


What kindneſs would conceal. Thus ſaid my maſter: 
8 kun all my houſe, through kitchen, pantry, hall, 
I-3 5 To 


\ 
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To grooms, and cook, and butler, be it known, 
That 'tis my pleaſure Whaley faſt this day; 
And whoſoc'er clandeſtine ſhall appeate 
Hu * maw, himſelf ſhall faſt, I fear.“ 


| WHALEY. 
© Mr. Farrel, 


Supreme of valets, gently haſt thou told 
Thy meſſage, which would elſe in telling wound, 
And in performing end me Some few hours 
| Paſs, and you l fee my hunger-quaking chee!:s, 
And my looſe ſkin, defcending and unnerv'd, 
Apron my nether parts. Burt I ſubmit, > 
And will prepare, if poſſible, to faſt. [Exit Fare, 
| WHALEY ſolu. = 
Nimrod, 1 hate thee, premier hunter vile, 
Beaſt of a man! and of all other beaſts 
The fox is my averſion. Brute accurs'd, 
Lamb-eating, narrow-ſnouted, ſtinking villain! 
Author of all my ſorrows ! but for him 
I vet had flourtſh'd, unimpeach'd of fear. 
Yer why the fox accus'd ? how could he help 
My trembling nature's fault, not his ? or how 
Contrive not to be taken for a wolf? 
'Tis I, I only am to blame. O cowardice ! 
What ills doſt thou create ! But chief of thee, 
Of thee I moſt complain, O want of food ! 
ve often heard, indeed, of that word faſt, 
But never yet the meaning could deviſe. 
Ah! by ſevere experience now | feel, 
To faſt, is to abſtain from mcat and drink. 
Happy the meagre cloiſter'd man zefign'd ! 
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He, at ſet periods, by ſpare diet taught, 

dan his commanded appetites renounce, | 

And pine with voluntary want, But I. 

Pamper'd and ſleek, and jovial, ill can brook _ fo 

Ti abſtemious trial. Fleth and blood can't bear it. 

| will not faſt, How not! ah! there 's the queſtions 

While {urly grooms each avenue ſecure. | 

For twice twelve live- long hours muſt I then rue 

Hunger and thirlt; and my delighted ſpirits, 

do oft in nectar bath'd, exhauſted flag! 

Muſt 1 then loſe thee, burgundy ; nor taſte 

Delicious morſels, carp, or hare, or quail ? 

Unfortunate! Ev'n now perhaps the gueſts 

At the throng'd board make merry with my wocs. 

One aſks with ſneering purport, © Where is Whaley ?“ 
Dining with good Duke Humptry,' cries another. 
Pratt * {miles malignantly, and Davies + grins 

u my undoing ; nay, perchance, he rhymes, 

(Vile Bard!) and on my ruin builds his fong. 

No more—l ' to the window. Beautcous ſcene 

Ot water, and of hills, of lawns, and trees, 

What reſpite can ve give to lean diſtreſs? 

And you, plump deer, that ſcud along the law ny 

Scive but to raife my veniſon appetite ! 

Am I deceiv'd, or through the waving boughs 
An ale-houſe ſign peeps forth ?—T 'm not deceiv'd, 
09 through the boughs an ale-houſe ſign peeps fort! : 
Would F were there but what a gulph' J between! f 

When will to-morrow come ?— 

Bell rings to dinner. Whaler faints anvay. 


e © Now Lord Camden + The author. D. 
| - L 4 „FF 
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T0 THE QUE EEN OF HUNGARY, 
BY DE INEYS DAVIES 


T. not thy fault that Europe 15 uodone, 
Retire, and calm en} the letting ſun, 
W. hile vet thy conſcious dignity remains, 
Nor ba 7 compliance wears the Gallic chains. 
Ailume the glories of the fallen brave, | 
Nor my that loſt, winch Virtuc.couid not ſare. 
Know there s a umph in Welk cara'd diſtrets, 
"Tix thine: — let others quake at the ſuccels. 
. en leave the neld, and blaſt them with the teſt, 
Tie princely dupes of halt thy realms potictt, 
Lease them, Of! leave them to the cus it event, 


LA. hs 


10 reign and g! 1, 0 con. {YET . N re Br. 


* 


Sa thary with one hand preients the crown ; 


3 


er conccals the ſcoucge Within his gown, 
Tayns France rewards her gay contederate flaves:; 


-. 5 


Vie Pruſſian boy ſhall have the rod bt craves; 
And Poland on his ſons, if he preva!, 
Detcendmg crowns and ſervituae entail, 
no w ould not trutt ſuch venerable tlaings, 

As hoary Prelates and Moſt Chiiltian Kings? 

A violated Faith unhward and new 35, | 
In {ucceitors of NMazarin and Lewis! 

But fee the Eagle to Bavaria flown : 
Happy the man who mounts the Roman thione : 

Happy to flutter in imperial plumes, 

With length of titles, and with ſound of drums; 
Eas'd of all power ; winch Gallia will {upp ly 


For her good couliy, brother, and a! ly. | 
From 
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Tom thy allies what mighty aids enſue, 

| {To thee not faithleſs, ro themſelves it "ny 

aj that let ſober Hiſtory declare, 

To make each future generation ſtare. 

Retire thou peaceful to Etruria's ſeat, 

Jn ſou!, ſuperior to all ſceptres, great. 

Here mall kind Neptune ience thy watery bound; 
There Nature ſtretch her guardian hills around; 
No more thy towns be ſtorm'd, thy armies bleed, | 
But nobler arts to diadems ſucceed, _ 

Winke there thy joys begin, thy labour ends, 
cure from Focs, Relations, Turks, and Friends, 


1* +1 


AP SOD r, ro Mir O N. 


LY DR N DAVIES 


n, of the Muſes! Thou Supreme of Verſe! 

3 Unikill'd and novice in the ſacred ard, | 

Mar L unblam'd approach thee ? may I crave 

"iy bling, Gre harmonions ? amply pleas'd 
allt thou veuchfafe ro own me for thy fon; 
bg, though dwindled from the mighty ſige 

\.{:taturez much more from the parent's mind. 

Contcnt and bleſt enough, ik bur ſome line, 

atome diſtant feature, half expreis'd, 

ell whence I ſpring. — This privilege denied, 

Grant me at Jeaſll thy converſe now, and ott 

iorumnate thy beauties infinite, | 

Tolrace thy heavenly notions, to enquire 

„hen from above they came, and how convey'd: 
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If darted on thee by the ſun's bright ray, 
Meridian fire ! or rather by the Muſe 
Nocturnal wafted to thy favour'd car. 
Ho elfe, explain, could human mind exile 
Graſp univerſal Nature, treaſure huge ! 
Or even ſay, where could'ſt thou language find 
Able to bear the burden of thy thought ? 
Such thought, ſuch language, that all other verfe 
Seems trifling (not excepting Greece and Rome) 
So lofty and ſo ſweet, beyond compare, 
Is thine : whether thy ſounding pinion match 
The clang of eagle's flight: or thy pois'd plume, 
Dove-like, cut filently th'è unconſcious ſky, 
Calm as the ſummer's breath, ſofter than down. 
Witneſs the ſcene of Eden, bower of Love, 
Oft Innocence, of Happinets ; o'erlaid 
With Fancy's fineſt texture; firew'd with flowers 
Of amnaranth ; her rivers ner ; winds, 
To which Arabia's ſpicy galcs are poor. 
Witneſs a bolder page, where coping Gods 
In battle rend the ftedtaſt hills, and ſhake 
Heaven's baſis : lively flaſh the painted fires, 
And the imagin'd thunder rolls, methinks,+ 
More terribly, than tcaring the vex'd air 
When troubled Nature ſpeaks. — But why ſclect 
A charm from thouſand? and what need of praiſe ? 
Who fondly ſeeks to praiſe thee, does thee wrong, 
 Impairs thee, greateſt in thyſelf, Thy Hell, 
Copied by other hand whate'er, will loſe 
Its terrors; and thy Paradiſe its ſweets, 
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RHAPSODY TO MILTON. 123 
Soibd by rude touch. — Enough then to admire, | 
Silent admire ; and be content to feel: 

„ if we follow thy bright track, advance 
With reverence, and ſhew that not deſire 
To rival, but reſemble, is our aim: 
Reſemble thee, tliough in inferior ſtrain. 


For O! great pattern to ſucceeding times ! | 
Doſt thou not ſmile indignant, to behold 7 
The tinkling modern, fetter'd, yet well pleas'd, 4 
Dance to the tireſome muſic of his chains ? 7 
While all Parnaſſus rings the ſilly chime; " 
And Pegaſus, that once with ſpurning heel 1 


Kick'd the dull ground, ridiculous and tame 

Can amble with a monk upon his back. — | 
Could Milton think, when: his high ſtandard rear d 
Ti' emblazonry of freedom, none ſhould throng 
To gaze, and kiſs the manumizing ſtaff? 
Paſtards in choice! what, legiſlator, then 
Avail thy charter, thy example bright ? 

As when ſome hero, to redeem a ſtate 
Long harrow'd by oppreſſion, lifts his arm 

| To cruſh th' imperious yoke : the many ſcar'd 
Stand tremblingly aloof, and love the mace 
That bruiſes them: or, if the chief return, 
From the red hall with liberty proclaim'd, 

now not to prize, or keep, the mighty gem. 

The Romans on a time a madman kill d, 
Rather than not be lorded, choſe a fool, 

| When Claudius in a lurking hole was found. 
Ee band prætorian. Abye& thus our age, 
And ſlaves, becauſe their fathers were, to rhvme, 
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124 MISCELLANY POT MU 
Is it thea cuſtom (Superſtition's pica), 
Ears poorly tickled with returning ſounds, 
Why jingling charms ? Is it to fpeed our courſe! 

A pea! of bells were right, if we were mules : 
The courſer aiks no ſpur. — Ah me! I tear, 
And ſce, and feel the reaſon ; faulters hy 

The Muſe this moment, wearied, flags, and pants 
Deſpairiag * Such a diftance halt thou got 

From thy arlt ſtart, and left purſuit behind: 
On the top brow of Fame, in laurel'd chair 
Seated, and thence look down on mortal tall, 
That climbiag emulous would pace in vain 
Thy foutſteps, trackiels tiougb excels of light. 


A VOYAGE TO TINTERN ABBEY! 

IN MONMOUTHSH!RE, FROM WHITMINSTER 
2 5 IN GLOUCESTERSHIRE. | 

BY DR SNEYD DAVIES 


Jon where the Stroud, ſmooth ſtream, ſe ous glides, 
We reach the propled Severn's rapid tides 

Stop, ere we fail ; and from this point furvey. 

The hill-encompa{.'d, ſea-reſembling bay; 

Sce the nidg'd te + with ſober grandeur heave, 

Aud float in triumph cer the river-ware, 


Of cheſe venerable rains there are two good views and 
an account in Grofe's Antiquities, vol. II. D. | 
+ This manner of the coming-in of the tide to the river 
Severn 15 called the Eager, or the Hyger, of the Severn. 
There is a beautiful allnfron to it in Bithop Sprat's Hiſtory 
of the Ro a Society. DAVIES. Lo! 


VOYAGE TO TINTERN ABBEY. ng 


to! where it comes, with what extenſive ſweep, 
[Like forne whale ſidelong rolling on the deep. 
ice and more wide, it joins the diſtant hills 
Br ſwitt degrees, and the great baſon fills. 

We fail; now fteadilv; now puiphs inform 
The tum bling waves to imitate a Form. 
The riſiag ſhores a end charms $zeftow, 
2 ens at their feet, and torefts on their brow 
The plealing villas, peiyhbours to the flood, 
The taper ſpire, and the ſurrounding wood. 

Theſe lines, my C , read, and pity too 
The adowing pencil to the {cene untrue: 
dee te bright 1 image of the thought decay d. 
And all its beauties in deicription fade. 

here to each other the tall banks incline, 
Aach &:tant cliffs dividing ſeem to join, 

\ n::10ws frith ! our gallant Argo's way, 
door that opens 20 the boundleſs ſea : 
bat, if ſome ſhip with ſtrutting ſails come on, 
{er wanton ſtreamers waving in the ſun ! 

al in the midſt, as fancy would contrive, 

2 the proud veſlel.o'er the billows drive. 

The ſtreight is paſt; the waves more ſtrongly wt þ 

The proſpects widen, and*he ſhores retreat, 
ions, and Nereids ! how we leave behind 
Lowns, palaces, and run with tide and wind? 
lete, noble Stafford, thy untiniſh'd dome &. 

nl tence the long ſtretel d race of Berkeley + come, 


* Tre remains of a noble ſeat begun by Staſtord Duke ot 


hn 


kKngbam. DAviks. | 
TErrieley-caltle, the feat of the Earl of Berkeley. Pavixs. 
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Till toſſing, and full feaſted more than tir'd, 
We change the wilder ſcene for paths retir'd, 
Quit the rough element, and watery ſtrife, 
As from a public to a private life, 
Seck a calm coaſt, and up the channel ride, 


Where Vaga“ mingles-with Sabrina's + tide. 


The ſiſter ſtreams, from the ſame hill their ſource 
Deriving, took, when young, a various courſe, 
And, many a city, many a country ſeen, _ 
High towers, and walls antique, and meadows green, 
Now glad to meet, nor now to part again, 

Go hand in hand and ſlide into the main. 

In ſpite of Time, and War, and "Tempeſt, great, 
Aſcending Chepſtow f ſhews its caſtled ſeat, 
Beneath ſlope hills, and by the rolling flood, 

Claſp'd in a theatre of aged wood, 

With air majeſtic, to the eye ſtands forth, 
Towering, and, conſcious of its. priſtine worth, 
Lifts its ſublime decay, in age's pride 

Ere&, and overlooks the climbing tide. 

Paſs but ſome moments, the returning fea = 
Shall thoſe high-ſtranded veſſels ſweep away 
That airy bridge, whence down we look'd with fear, 
Will low and level with the flood appear. 5 
The crooked bank ſtill winds to ſomething new, 
Oars, ſcarcely turn'd, diverſify the view; 


; * The river Wye. Davirs, 

+ The river Severn. Davits. 

1 Chepſtow-caſile in Monmouthſhire, the ſeat of th 
Duke of Beaufort, Davies, 
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Of trees and ſtone an intermingled ſcene, 

The ſhady precipice and rocky green, 

Nature behold, to pleaſe and to ſurprize, 
Swell into baſtions, or in columns riſe : 

Here ſinking ſpaces with dark boughs o'ergrown, 
And there the naked quairies look a town, 
At length our pilgrimage's home appears, 
Tintern her venerable fabrick rears, _ 
While the ſun, mildly glancing in decline, 
With his laſt gildiog beautifies the ſhrine: 
Enter with reverence her hallow'd gate, 

And tracc the glorious relics of her ſtate ; 
The meeting arches, pillar'd walks admire, 
Or muling hearken to the ſilenc'd choir. 
Encircling groves diffuſe a ſolemn grace, 
And dimly fill th' hiſtoric window's place; 
While pitying ſhrubs on the bare ſummit try 
To vive the roofleſs pile a canapy. 

Here, O my friends, along the moſſy dome 
In pleaſurable ſadneſs let me roam: _ 
Look back upon the world in haven ſafe, 
Weep o'er its ruins, at its follies laugh. 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 
B Y'D LE SNEY-D DAVIES 


NOS Tat, whoe'er thou art, beware, —ſince Time 


To the thatch'd hovel, to the trophied arch, 
Levels alike his undifcerning ſeythe; 


And Death, wide ſweeping, no diſtinction owes 
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2 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


To the crown'd villain. All alike in Hell, 
Caligula and Chartres, ſcated both 
On burning couches in a hery hall. 

Whence is that milder blaze of Arber pure, 
As opening clouds a ſcenerv divine 
Unfold > where brighteſt, in her robe of ſke, 
Sits Virtue under ſhade ot palm; with look 
Serene, but ſtern : Herculean firength behind 
Waiting, and trampled -worids beneath her feet. 
"dared her throne, aſſociates ever dear, 
(Not ſullen Cato, not th unfriendly ſtroke 
Of Brutus, much leſs Cztai's faure!'d price, 
 Epamiaondas ſmiling at his blood, 5 
For his d-ar Thebans as it ſtreaming ran, 
Warrior benign: Here Antonine the juſt, 
The wiſe, the humble, with his ſceptte low 
In homage to the queen 2 and Nerra there, 
Humanity imperial! pleas'd in death, 
An heir * adopting who ſhall bleſs mankind. 
All the choice tew, union of great and good; 
Poor Epictetus, wirh his free-Þborn ſoul : 
- More's chearful wiidom, Bovlc, with mud wan, 
Bencticent, and meek ; th' Athenian fage +, 
And Indian g, in abſtruſe diſcourſe tublime 
On the Firſt Good, — their eves uprais'd to Heavoa. 
SGather'd around and cull'd from all the wo: !d, 
Tue ſhielded faint rejolces in her lons. 


* 
* 


Trajan. + Socratess f Confucius. D. 
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IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK I. EPIST. x. 


D* IES, of rural ſcenes a lover grown, X 

Salutes his friend, a lover of the town: 7 
Except the variance this and fatneſs make, J 
Who think we difagree, perhaps miſtaxe; N 
(Tue difference much the ſame, as is between 8 
The egg a ſwan produces, and a hen:) 2 


Debating, ſcribbling, ſauntering, ſitting till, 
Studious of eaſe, and brothers of the quill. 
London your choice, I know; but J approve 

The motly ſeat, the river, and the grove. 

It vou mould aſk how I employ my hour — 
Better than thoſe in place, or thoſe in power ;_ 
Not plagued with patrons, or a ſlave to pelf, 
ord of my time, and maſter of myſelf. 


* 
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That have your noiſv ſtreets like this to give 2 i : 
Or what like this, Sir Robert to receive? $ 
Cotta, diſgrac'd in Ariconian vales, *% 


Likes, I am told, the neighbourhood of Wales; 
ek of parade, attendance, and reſort, 

lies, and exhales the ſurteit of a court. 

You want a ground-plot for ſome new deſign! 
ontult the oracle at Nature's ſhrine, 


S* 2 
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Build in the country,” ſays the voice divine. 
Is there, where Winter's purer joys inſpire, 
lorn's wholeſome froſt, and Evening's ſmokeleſs fire : 
Vol. VI. K Is 
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Is there, where Summer's more refreſhing gales 
Fan the ſcorch'd hills, and chear the Grooplng dales? 
Where Diſcontent a rater gust is ſeen, 


Or ſleep leſs broken bv intrudiong ſpleen, 
What is that marble portal to this bower, 


Array'd in green, or pearl'd by every ſhower? 


Or what the ſtream, which pipes and conduits vield, 


To the bright riil that trickles through my field? 


Coping, ve own vour wants; the caſe is clear; 
In town, ve humbly mimick what is here. 
Look at St. James's or on Groſvenor {quare : 
Behold our walks, our trees, and our parterre. 
Tell me, why Shefſield's houſe “ fo pleaſant ftands ? 
Becauſe a length of country it commands. 

Nature, though of her tone by Art bereft, 


Returns elaſtic to the point ſhe left; 


Spite of diſtortion, ſhe appears the ſame, 
And from the bend recovers like the palm. 

Not the who, gull'd by want of taſte or care, 
Buys the reſembling deltc for china-ware ; . 
Nor they who to a city-vault reſort, 

And ate, inſtead of claret, dup'd with port; 
Will halt ſo dearly the deception tue, 
As they who take falſe bleſſings for the true. 


Thoſe who launch far on Fortune's peaceful lake, 


The ten peſt of Adverſity will ſhake. 

'Tis hard ro part with what allures the eves, 

And the hand pauſes ere it drops the prize. 

Fly then betimes, with unambitious wings, 

To tlic fill vale where Peace eternal {prings, 

Leave anguiſh to the great, and cares to kings. 
Now the Queen's palace, N. 


TO MR. WHALEY. 131 

The Brit:ſh monarch *, by the Picts diſmay d, 
Call'd-in the warlike Saxon + to his aid:, 

His good ally to conqueſt led the way, 

But took the whole dominion for his pay: 
Tix ftranger, wanton in his new abode, 

$001 on the neck of vatlal nobles trod, 

And lifted high rhe hand, and exercis'd the rod, 

Thus, if my friend ſhould for preferment trade, 
And le his liberty, of want afraid; 

The meagre monſter is no more, I own, 

But a more lordly tyrant mounts the throne ; 
und who a treaſure by dependence gains, 

I with him well, and long to wear his chains. 

Tis known. that ſhoes (juſt ſuch is an eſtate) 
[inch or ſupplant, too little or too great. 

If wiſe, vou U be content, though ſhort of weak, 
Vich the rich gitts of competence and health : 
Delpiſe not then the happineſs they bring, 
or virtuous freedom is a ſacred thing. 
ind when vou ſce me break the rule laid down, 

nd on ſome courtier fawning in the town, 
1ve to your indignation full career, 
or ſpare vour friend, but juſtly be ſevere. 


so, OF DEBORAH, JUDGES, CHAP. v. 
Br DR. SNEYD DAVIES. 
LORY to God ſth' avenger | power ſupreme ! 
Wo breath'd his ſoul into the jarting tribes, 
ating diſcord, All xe nations hear, 


Vorti perm. D. . Hengiſt. See Niilton' 8 Hidery, P. 129. D. 
K 2 | Ye 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 
| Ye princypalities, ye thrones, attend, 

While to Jehovah's name I litt my ſong. 
Lord, when deſcending thou from Seir's top | 
Didſt dreadfully go forth, with pomp and ſtrength, 
Marching o'er Edom's plain, the ſhrinking earth 

Shiver'd with fear, the conicious Heavens alarm'd 
Bow'd low, and tears fell copious from the clouds, 
»Twas then the ſolid rocks, like melting ſnow, _ 
Thaw'd at thy look ; before thee dropp'd the hills 
Cowering ; and Sinai's felf, by thy bright arm 
Aw'd, in a ſable mantle wrapp'd his head. 

Fre vet brave Shamgar with his conquering goad 


132 


Had thinn'd Philiſtia's ſtate ; ere Jael yet, 
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The ſaviour woman, ſmote her mighty foe; 

My Iſrael, be thou thankful ! where was then 
Thy ſafery ? tell me, fearleſs could'ſt thou roam? 
Thy highways unfrequented, fave by thieves, 
Were left: no wary traveller would riſk 

The ruffian's public haunt ; but turn aſide 

To ſhaded allevs, truſt th' entangled path 

Of thicker, climb the mountain's craggy ſide, 
The pleaſing villages, the flocks, the herds, 

To plunder were abandon'd ; while the ſwains 
To the next city, panting and diſmay'd, 

Huddled in ſwarms. Dire havock ! till axed 
J Deborah aroſe, parent aroſe | 
To Ifracl. Fooliſh Iſrael left the Lord 

For new Divinities and ſtrauger Gods. 

T hen the fierce din of war beſieg'd your gates; 
Among twice twenty thouſand, (helpleſs crew !) 
Had one a ſhield to guard, or ſpear to launch ? 

| . — 
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How my heart throbb'd with gratitude, to fee 
The forward rulers, in the generous ſtrife | 
Heading their tribes ! on them be bleflings er d, 
But ever and inceſſant bleſs the Lord. 
wo ye, who ride on aſſes, ſilver white, 
With gorgeous trappings; ve, who judges fit 
In the bench'd Sanhedrim or crowded gate ; 
For theſe his mercies, ever ſpeak his praiſe, 
Ye travellers, in deſerts now ſecure, 
Ye ſhepherds piping by the river fide, 
And ve blithe herdſmen, in his praiſes join. 
Where 's now the archer with his galling bow, 
The ſudden kirmiſh, or cloſe ambuſh ! where 
The cattle flak'd their thirſt ! go to, ye ſwains, 
Go to thoſe waters ; there with reverence due 
Tell forth his acts, and there record his praiſe. 
Awake; O Deborall, awake, awake, | 
Break forth in harmony divine, give ſpeech 
To rapture ; and thou, Barak, riſe and lead 
Captivity thy ſlave, Abinoam's tou. 
A ſcanty remnant (ſo God's will ordains) 
Oer proſtrate nobles ſhall bear way; and I, 
A feeble woman, o'er the mighty reign. 

Next to thy tribe, O Benjamin, in arms, 
Came Ephraim (from Mount Amalck he came, 
There marſhal d); nor was Machir long belind 
I: pouting forth his princes : nor detain'd 
Izenious Zebulun his letter” d ſous, 
Who dropp'd the ſtudious pen, and graſp'd the ſword. 
Nor leſs did Iffachar ; while Barack, led 
Þy Providence, deſcended to the v ale, 
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134 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Of chiefs and ſoldiers vietd a numerous hoft. 


Bur, Reuben, much of thee thy friends complain, 
Inquifitively fad to know the cauſe, 


Why, mid the trumpet's ſound, vou liſtening choſe 


The lazy bleatings of your fleecy care. 


Gilead too came not; Jordan his excuſe, _ 
Flowing between. — Why then did ſelfiſh Dan 


Cling to his ſhips, and bartering Aſher love 
His ports and fails, more than the bleſt campaign? 
But Zebulun and Napthali be prais'd, 


| Careleſs of life, and foremoſt in the field. 


In battle oppoſite, encountering warr'd 


The Lords of Canaan, by Megiddo's flood, 


Conqueſt their expectation, blows their ſpoil. 
Not ſv our hoſt ; aſſiſtant apgels came, 
Confederate Heaven was lifted ; and the ſtars 
Fought in their courſe, *vainft Siſera they fought, 


Niſhon, that ancient fiream, Kiſhon renown'd 
In ſtory, rolling to our aid, involved 


Full many a hoſtile warrior, and away 
Swept whirling— — w har might was vanquiſh d then; 


Ni foul, thou g'orions leader of the day! ! 


The prancivg ſteeds yet rattle in our cars, 
As they o'er pointed rocks in war, in flight 
Madded; the blood guſh'd from their mangled hcels. 
O curſe ve Meroz ! (God applauds the curſe, 
Commanding hy his angel) curſe again 

In bitterneſs, and often ; for that he, 


Coward and tiaitor, arm'd not for the Lord 


And licacl, though within the reach of ſhouts. - 


SONG OF DERHBORAH. 355 

But ever among women and above, 

Be celebrated Jael, Heber's wife; 

Tlirice famous Jael! O my friends, ne'er paſs 

wy tent unſung, the noble ſcene of death. 
Vater he crav'd ; ſhe brought the fatteſt creamy . 

uae and brimming 1 in a lordly diſh. 

Ske went, ſhe came: in her right hand the took 

The work man's hammer, in her left the nail; 

Then to his forehead dauntleſs ſhe applied 

The fatal iron, and the temples pierc'd 

Of Siſera: he, ſtunn'd, ciiav'd to rife, 5 

The woman-chief aſtride him; but he bow'd, 

He tell : there, where he bow'd, te ſunk down dead. a 
Mean time the mother of the warrior flain 


Sat waiting her victorious ſon ; aud oft 


Liſten'd impatient, to the windows oft 


Ran in ſurprize. « Why comes he not? ſhe cried, 


Reis me! What means the general, not return'd ? 
Why creeps his car? Why Joiter thus his wheels?“ 
—lHer realoning ladies would have ſaid, —bur ſhe, 
Too quick for anſwer, ſave her own, replied : 

© Conquer'd they have methinks 1 hear their ſhour, . 


The glorious ſpoil dividiag; ; to each man 


Well pleas 'd a blooming damfel but to him, 


To vitera, the choiceſt of the prev, 


Garments of niceſt .art, the needles boaſt, 
The mantle all embroider'd (on both ſides, 
Ladies, embroider'd) and in various hue, 
Rival to Heaven's gay bow ; ſuch as hefits 
A. genera], a Conqueror, and my lon,” 
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Almighty Lord ſupreme ! may all thy foes, 
Thy vaunting foes, thus periſh, thus laid low, 
Their pride, their ſplendor thus echps'd: — But O! 

May Ifrael, thy own people, gracious God, 

Thy worſhippers, ſtill flouriſh, ſtill advance, 
Glorious and laſting : like the mighty ſun, 

When from Heaven's eaſt-gate, giant-like, he rides, 
Marching fublime to his meridian throne. | 


1 1 W * N 4-4-4 Þ 
BY DR SNEYD DAVIES. 


WAs when the cruel Idumzan * reign'd, 
His childrens' butcher, and Judea's ſcourge 
Severe | fit head, and worthy to command 
That wry-neck'd people with an iron-rod. 
Nathleſs, in feſtal pomp, Salem ſerene 
Rejoic'd, and to her Temple's lofty gate 

With ſmother'd curſes climb'd ; yet well at eaſe, 
And reck'd not, though with foreſt bondage gall'd, 
Long as the broad phylaQtery remain d, 
The market-greetings, and the chairs of pride : 
Save who attentive to prophetic ſong, 
E xplor'd the ſacred rolls, myſtical leaves, 
And days and years computing, found the time 
Big with foretold events, and ripe for birth. 
The world, not only Judah, but the world, 
That time ſtood gazing; for the ſame was rife, 
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And widely ſcatter'd, that a mighty prince | 
ould riſe, and rule the univerſe. But moſt 
ne ſons of Solyma with eager haſte 
pen d their ſpacious portals, to let in 
he great Meſſiah; or on Zion's top 
xpectant, when the Saviour ſhould deſcend, 
I: his ætherial equipage, all arm'd 
Wich angels and with thunder; when arrive, 
And his triumphal entry glorious make, 
Da plumes of Seraphim, in fiery car. 
ond! to believe his preſence ſhould avail | 
[icir ſpleen and Hebrew gall ; with angry bolt 
miting the blaſted foe. — He gracious came 
Vith balm upon his healing wings; he came 
ot to deſtroy, but lift the world to Heaven. 
es, he was born, and (in a ſtable laid, 
manager) from his cradle lectur'd pride, 
Ind left inferior royalty to bluſh _ 
1 purple, Were gold of intrinſic worth, 
rgems; think we, Creation had denied 
ler Author theſe? could thankleſs Nature grudge 

be Giver his own gifts? ſhe at a nod 

lad pour'd her inmoſt treaſure up to day, 
al roll'd her pearl and coral all aſhore, 
o deck her Infant King, — Nor tokens none 
|| grandeur : hymning Angels ſung the tale, 
heavenly chorus, over Bethlem's field: 
ig it to lowly ſhepherds, as they lay 
cading their fleecy charge: they liſten'd glad, 
ad from their hovels drank immortal ſtrains. | 


| Why, | 
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Who, in the firmament, that beaming ſtar 
New-kindled, aſk the Magi; from beyond 
Euphrates, crofs Arabian ſand and rocks 
They came, directed by the meteor-guide : 
Which hovering o'er the ſtraw- roof 'd palace ſpoke 
Their journey's end, with ray dowa- pointed. Sce 
The ſwarthy worthies ope their precious caſks, 
And, open'd, on the bended knee preſent 
Oblations rich, gold, myrrh, and frankincenſe; 
_ Hailing the King, the Prophet, and the God. 
The virgin mother penſive, as in doubt 
What thefe portents might mean, and whither lead, 
With tenderne{s extreme, and mingled awe, 
Hung oer the child enamour'd, Much of ſcers 
Antique, and angel-ralk revolring, ſhe 88 
Wich care and wonder rock'd the holy babe. 


r r un Nn 1-0-6 
BY DR SNEYD DAVIES 


HO AIRRSL quarter of the year, 
Abſent long, O re-appear ! 
Ruthleſs ſtranger to our iſle, 
Where haſt been this tedious while? 
Brooding o'er the Southern main, 
Nurſing oranges in Spain? 
Or it, in Italian air, 
The citron bloſſom was thy care, 
Turice the ſun has annual whirl'd 
His car flaming round the world,. 
And you never ventur'.| forth, 
Dainty lady, fo tar North. 


TO THE SPRING. 

Saw you not the Britiſh ſwain 
Withful, beckoning you in vain ? 
Nor had ears to his fad lay, 
Chidi:g your unkind delay? 

But vour ſober plea produce, 
We admit the juſt excuſe : 
Wither'd hag, deform'd and black, 
Sullen Winter kept you back, 
Lingering long her froſty rear ; — 
And when now we hop'd you near, 
Summer, with her tawny face, 
Had got poſſeſſion of the place. 


Thus between two neighbouring powers, 


Some fair province lifts her towers; 
Some Lileſia tempting hes, 
To either borderer a prize. 

Toſtled no more 'twixt cold and heat, 
Now regain thy ancient frat, 
Nor thy fitter ſeaſons rude. 
On thy right again intrude, 
Bur ever flouriſh blithe and free, 
Reſtor'd to thy gay Tetrarchy, 

How did Nature ſad forlorn, 
Naked in thy abſence mourn ? 
The wrinkled carth of moiſture dried, 
Wich froſt and (un alternate fried, 
Ihe tainted graſs forgot to ſhoot, 
The trees were ignorant of fruit, 
And Ceres ſhew'd us here and there 
A ſtraggling ſolitary ear. = 


Ble 


And not one ſigh for Thames and Billingbear +? 
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Bleſs us! knew you what we felt, 
| You are gentle, and would melt. 
Come abroad, o'er hill and vale, 
Floating in a ſhowery gale, 
Till thirſty Nature has ber fill, 
In big round preciqus drops diſtill. 
Wich increaſing lamp of day 
Come and ſmile the ſtorms away, 
Genial power! creating queen! 
Touch the foreſt into green: 
Come at length, and ſpread around 
Thy broider'd mantle o'er the ground > 5 
Come, and ever re- appear, 
Faireſt quarter of the year ! 


IMITATION OF HORACE, BOOK I. EPISF. Xl. 
TO RICHARD NEVILL ALDWORTH *, ESQ. 
BY DR. 8 N R Y DAVIES 


HAT ſays dear. Aldworth to fine places een, 
Magnificent Veriailles, polite Turin? _ 
15 Is Paris quite ſo charming, as we hear ? 


* Of Stanlake, Berks ; ſucceſſively member of parliament 
for Reading, Wallingford, and Taviſtock ; under-ſecretary of 
Hate to the duke of Redford, and ſecretary to the lords juſtices, 
1748 ſecretary to the embaſly to Frarce, 176 3; and pay- 

maſter of the penhons, 1764. D. 


+ In Berkſhire, See p. 153» N. : : 
4 : 33 0 With 


HORACE, BOOK I. EP. XI. 141 
Vith þ Retry: glories is thy ſpirit fir'd, ; 
to Geneva ſtudiouſiy retir'd, ö | 
Nat arts delighted, and with rambling tir d? 
Ves, bes, You cry, that corner be my lot, 
glith triends forgetful and forgot; 
ling Rhone th' oblivious flumber take, 
muſings view the wide-expanded lake. 
[iz well, I own, to bait upon the road, 
But who would make an ale-houſe his abode? 
m:4'd in town, through cold, and dirt, and ſnow, | 
ne, wet, and weary, to the bagnio go: 
he bagnio for a night affords good chear ; 
Put not the beſt of lodging by the year, 
00 wiſe, if caſt upon a diſtant ſhore, 
o ſell the veſſel, and return no more. 
France, Flanders, Spain, and Italy, and Greece, 
re doubtleſs as eſſential to our peace, 
ls in the ſcorching dog - days, warm attire, 
ſtream in Winter, or in June a fare, 
At eaſe, in afluence, Naples, Florence, Rome, 
Are pretty things to chat about at home: | 
ommend the ſoft Montpellier's balmy air, 
but, hail and vigorous, what need you go there ? 
When Fortune hovers with auſpicious wings, 
In gratitude accept the boon ſhe brings: 
o nice delays ; for, if you like your meat, 
Ne er quarrel with the room in which you eat. 
If reaſon and good ſenſe alone give eaſe, 
Not airy views, and proſpects of the ſeas, 
oyage and travel are but loſs of time; 
bur temper will not alter with the clime. 
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In idle diligence from morn to night 

We trifle, to hu w-!] with all our might. 

For this, id >c4ihia's cold, and India's fun, 
On ha +: thips, we {wim, and ride, and run. 
| Live wel! we may, without the help of ſails, 
No matter where, in Cumberland or Wales; 
Content is ſtinted to no certain ſpace, | 
The man may be in fault, but not che place. 


on THE DEATH OF MRS. An 
BY DK DAVIES. 


T.ovely form, ſo 3 fair, 

That T ime and Sick neſs join'd could ſcarce impar: 
O'er the pale Jaud{cape ſetting Beauty ſhone, 

And Patience ſmooth'd the wrinkles Age brought on. 

Within that form a ſtill more beauteous mind, | 
(Like ſome fair picture in clear cryſtal ſhiin'd) 

| Born every ſocial! bleſſing to diſpenſe, 
Kind with diſtinftion, wiſe with innocence ; 

The faulty to reprove, the good to chear, 

Senſibly ſoft, and tenderly ſevere. 

A pleaſing ſanftity! though ſerious, gay ; — 

Her life look'd like a well-kept holiday. 

Stoics might wonder at her chriſtian mind, 

_ Serene in anguiſh, ſteadily refign'd : 

Of God's cot tection ſhe woul not complain, 

But {miling wearted out her length of pain; 

And, her foul wing'd, as Nature's powers grew faint, 

By ſoft degrees decay'd into a Saint, 
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TO MISS A. W. A VERY YOUNG LADY. 
B * M R. W H ALE V. 


w OULD tell thee, thou art fair; 
But the pleaſing tale, I fear, 
Might decerve thy tender ear, 
Make thee fancy beauty more 
Than thou 'lt find the faithie(s ſtore ; 
Faithlels as the dream of night, 
Flitting with returning light 
Juſt as {ure as Summer ſeas, 


Wen behind ty invitiag breeze 

Storms and thunders loitering wait, 

Soon to give he wretch his fate, 
Let the Muſe then ſend her ſong 

To thy mind, the mind yet young, 

Yet as pure and free from ſtain 

As the ſnow driven over che plain: 

But how nice th' inſtructive lay! 

Vet the Muſe has bid me ſay, 

Thou haſt aſk'd, and ſhe Il obey, 
Gentle Maid, to whole kind heart 

Fiicndlv Nature doth impart 

(Choiceſt of the gifts the brings) 

Soft good temper, firſt of things ; 

May that-temper be thy guide, 

May ſhe ſtill with thee reſide, 

Free from paſſion, free from pride; 

Pride that aims the deadlieſt dart 

At the growing Virgin's heer: ! 

— N EO I Once 
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Once its poiſon enter'd there, 
Nought can cure the wounded Fair, 

Pride like Venus does not move, 
Graces at her ſide, and Love; 
But the fierce Deſire of Power, 
And dull Ignorance, march before; 
Affectation, Vanity, 
Saucy Sneer and Calumny, 
_ Cruelty and high Diſdain, 
Form her mrtue-killing train. 
Shun then Flattery's tainting breath, 
Self-opinion ſhun like Death. 
Next, my Fair, with curious queſt, 
Search the garden of thy breaſt, 
Underneath th' enliven'd clay, 
Midſt the ſtreams that through it ſtray, 
Clay as fine as Nature makes, 
Streams yet cool in veſtal lakes; 
Search, I ſay, with niceſt heed, 
And, if found, deſtroy the weed; 
Fruitleſs, banefnl, and unkind, 
(Fond yet of the female mind) 
It baſe Avarice you ſpy, 
Pluck it forth, and bid it die; 
See ! thy parents praiſe the deed, 
Loathing the pernicious weed, 
And with pleaſure bid thee tread 
On the ſnow-cold poiſon's head. 
The obſerving Muſe believe, 
Nothing can your bliſs deceive, 


If in noble ſcorn you hold 

Thirtt of power, and love of gold. 
Quell'd theſe paſſions, thou ſhalt find 
Virtue eaſy, ſoft, and kind. 

Theſe two dangers canſt thou ſhun, 
More than half Life's rafk is done. 
When thy breaſt thus clear'd vou ſee, 
When the ſoil from weeds is free, 4 
When no more the thiftle grows, 
Nor the thorn ſurrounds the roſe, 
Thou fhait then employ thy hours, 
Gathering ſweets, and culling flowers. 
All that Virtue has to give 

Thou ſhalt to thy breaft receive. 
Under thy commanding eye, 

White -rob'd Purity ſhall lie; 

And thy altering cheek her throne 
Rote-red Modeſty ſhall own; 

Still at thy extended Rand 

Glowing Charity ſhall ſtand; 

And upon thy lips ſhall dwell 
Truths as pure as Angels tell. 

Thus, my Fair-one, may you ſhine, 
Till ſome youth, by fate divine, 
Scorn'd the light fantaſtic crew, 

Reſts his happineſs on you ; 

And you pour into his breaſt 

Joys like what thy fire confeſt, 

Wen in Hymen's happy band 

He receiv'd Eliza's hand. 85 
—: . aoleny - perne 1 0 
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10 CHARLES PRATT, ESQ 


FROM HORACE, BOOK 1V. ODE XII. 
B * MX. WHALEY. 


BSERVE how calmly warm, my Fn x 
O'er.the ſmooth plains the Zephyrs blow, 
While trees in gentleſt motion bend, | 
And fireams ſcarce murmur as they flow. 

Sweet Philomela trills her ſong 
Ot pleaſing ſadneſs through the groves, 
Wailing a.wretched Virgin's wrong, 
And a baſe King's inceituous loves. 

The ſhepherds to the ſhades repair, 

And on the graſs their lays indite, 
Which the great patron of their care, 
Arcadia's liſtening God, delight. 
Thirſt, with the ſeaſon, Charles, comes on; 
Would you not then in thirſt repine, 

Bring the ſleek ſoal, or turbot, down, _ 
And well you ſhall be paid with wine, 
Sec! as the ſounding cork burſts forth, 

Pale Care and Sadneſs ſtartled fly, 
And all reflections, foes to mirth, 

Drown'd in the ſparkling brimmer lie, 
17 then you 'll throw your Coke aſide, 
To ſuch enlivening joys inclin'd, 

Quick mount your ſtced, and briſkly ride.; 
And bid Tom bring the fiſh behind. 
For think not gratis to come off, 

Or tipple ſcot-free at my board, 


Since Lord Camden. N. 


TO CHARLES PRAT T, Es . 141 
As when o'er ſumptuous meals you laugh, 
With von fair villa's“ bounteous lord. 
Come then, nor rack your brains to know, 
How many fees would Wimple buy z 
Come, and conſidering, as FOu go, 
That Hard wicke's ſelf at laſt muſt die, 
Severity for folly leave, 
Beſt ſueceſſor to puzzling laws ; 
In public tife however grave, 
Be gay in private wi. h applauſe, 
1745 
MR. W 'HALEY To CHARLES PRATT, ESQ. 


FROM HOR ACE, BOOK I. EPIST. II. 


WW LE you, my friend, were pleading at the bar, 
I read the writer of the Trojan war. 
Whence good or evil, ſhame or honour flows, 
The philoſophic Bard exactly ſhows ; 
Wil uſeful rules and ſage inſtructions fraught, 
Beyond what Crantor or Chryſippus taught. 
| What makes to me this bold alſertion clear, 
Unleſs fome golden brief detains you, hear. 
The tale that tells how, arm'd by Paris love, 
For ten long years two bleeding nations ſtrove, 
Contains a tile of turbulence, tha: ſpringss 
From witleſs crowds, and full as witleſs kings. 
Gier up the quarrel's cauſe !” Antenor cries. 
But the fold {over, hear what he replies; 
+ Nor health, nor love, nor empire's ealy charms | 
Shall force che raviſh'd fair- one from my arms.“ 


Wmf dle, the ſcat ot Gor chancellor Hardwicke. W. 
1. Good 


* ; \ 


Wich which Achilles and Atrides {well ; 
Keen Love permits one hero's ſoul no reſt, 


And ſubjects pay the want of ſenſe in kings. 
Se dition, falſehood, evil, luſt, and rage, 


Which with his comrades had he ſwallow'd down, 


| We 're poor Penelope's diforder'd train, 
With midnight ſong and noon-tide ſleep to reſt. 


When he fo ſwift ro others ruin hies, 


Cannot ſelf· preſervation make you riſe? 
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Good Neſtor ſtrives the fierce diſputes to o quell, 


And Anger rules alike in either's hreaſt. 
The people's grief from royal errors ſprings, 


The camp alike and garrifon engage. 

Again what Virtue Wiſdom-join'd can do 
Th inſtruive chief of Ithaca will new, 
Who, Troy in duſt, on many a diſtant ſhore, 
Much ſtudied human arts, and manners more. 
He, o'er the ſea by varying tempeſts borne, 
Purſuing long his own and friends return, 
Stemm'd Fortune's waves, and, with unwearied pain, 
Plung'd in adverſity roſe ſafe again: 
The Sirens ſongs and Circe's cups are known, 


Unmann'd he d rucd th' imperious harlot's wine, 
And yelp'd a dog, or roll'd in mud a ſwine. 

We 're uſeleſs mouths, made but to eat and drin, 
Shunning life's only good employ, to think. 


Plixacian youth of ſoft Alcinous' reign, 
A vicious crew, that lull the tortur'd breaſt 


The murdering felon aQive leaves his bed, 
And, ere the ſun appears, in blood is red; 


Thong 


To CHARLES PRAT T, ESQ. we 
Though well, you will not leave your eaſy chair, 
When the full dropſy ſwells you, vou muſt ſtir. 
Call then for book and candle, ere 'tis light, 
Give your whole mind to ſearch out truth and rights, 
Left ſome worſe cauſe intruding break your reſt, 
And Love diſturb, or Envy taint wa breaſt. 
If penetrating gravel tries your reins, . 
The doctor 's call'd in haſte to eaſe your ir pains 8 
And ſhall vour mind a worſe diſeaſe endure, 
And you let years paſs by, and ſeek no cute? 
Set out, the race's hardeſt part is run, 
Great Wiſdom's work's half finith'd when begun. 
Who lets the preſent hour unus'd pals by, 
Waits with the clown until the river 's dry 
Poor ſenſeleſs ruſtic ! the unvarying ſtream 
Flows on, and will for ever flow the ſame. _ 

Wealth to acquire, is moſt men's fovereign cares, 
And then a wife to bring that wealth an heir. 
In tracts of waſte th' improving ploughſhare s ſeen, 
And barren heaths in fruitful tilth are green. 
Who 's ſatisfied, however ſmall his ſtore, 
Should ſcorn to throw away a wiſh for more. 
No ſtately equipage, no ſplendid plate, 
No ſumptuous houſe, no rental of eftate, 
tre gave the fever'd blood a.moment's reſt, 
Oc pluck'd one thorn from out its maſter's breaſt. 
Who thinks to know the ule of joy and wealth, 
Muſt firſt be well in mind, and ſtrong in health. 
Who lives in fear, or longs with much for more, 
Has jutt tuch pleaſure from his uſcleſs ſtore, | 
t 'Lz3 As 


%- 
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As age-dim eves from painting can receive, 
Or muſic's rains to ears impoſthum'd give. 
Caſks tainted ſour whatever they contain; 


Shun pleaſures, ever bought too dear with pain, 


The wretch that covers, alwars lives in wart; 
Stint your defire, Heaven has no more to grant. 
The envious fall to others joy a prey, 

And, as their neighbours thrive, they pine away. 


"The breaſt that 's Envy's ſlave with pains is prick'd, 


Nlore than Sicilian tyrants could inflict- 


tle who his riſiag anger can't control, 


Shall rue the ſallies of his heated foul, 

Shall with, in agony of heart, undone 

nat Pailion will'd on abſent Reaſon's throne. 
Auger 's a ſhort- liv'd madneſs, and with {ſw ay 
Rules ſovereign if not tutor'd to obev. 

keep Footy | in the hot rebellious mind, 

Bu it with bits rettrain'd, and curbs confin'd. 
The docile horſe in prime of vears is broke 

To bear the rein, or firetch beneath the yoke. 


The whelp that hunts the deer-kin round the court, 


Staunch, loves the held, nor ever quits the ſport. 
Dank early then, my friend, at Reaſon's bowl, 


And hi with vn nale ſome draughes your vouthtul foul 


Ir wine or gall the recent voſſel ftatns, 
Each (cent alike the faithful caſk retains, 
Start then on Virtue's courfe without delay: 


If you get on but flow, I thall not ſtay, 


Nor preſs upon you, if you lead the way. 


pd a0 
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ERSES ADDRESSED To 
o LD AMD ENS PICTURE, 
AT LORD CAMDEN'S, IN KENT. 
BY DR SNEYD DA VIE „ 


ATHER of Britain! (late reſtor'd *) awhile 
Attend, and caſt a venerable ſmile! | 
Krow'ſt thou theſe walls, theſe walks, this woody brow = 
Bluth, good old man, and ſee its glories now. : 
Know'ſt thou the MaN — 
Whom neither fear nor favour can controul 
His inborn worth and probity of foul : 
Mild as the vernal gale, or ſofteſt lay; 
Firm as the rock that ſpurns the roaring ſea : 
« Inflexible and ſteady to his truſt:“ — 
Barely to ſay he 's upright, is unjuſt. 
Father, be proud; atlume thy later fame: 
Hear, and rejoice : he bears thy honour'd name. 
Do I then flatter ? what! for dirt and pence ? 
Tis falſe, ye lurelings ! wretches, get ye hence. 
What ! for ſome meed ?—with me as light as air : 
Trifles and toys beneath my ſerious care. 
Where intereſt, trifles, and even power are weak, 
Freely I draw; and what I feel, I ſpeak. 
Aſk, aſk the people's, aſk the ſov ercign's choice; 
Aſk thy own Britain ſhe m my voice, 
April 1766. | * 
* This 8 (an h which formerly hung in the 
lame houſe in Camden's time, was lately preſented to Lord 


Camden by a gentle man of his acquaintance. P. 
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From the fair circle, and lead on the dance. 
Majeſtic he, in manly ſtrength for arins; 
Attractive ſhe, in all the Graces' charms ; 


Now ſtraight the line, now gently ending in a ſpire, 
ks i: the magic of the founding reed 


_—_ as they artful ſtrike the ground, 


Behold each limb in juſteſt contraſt plac'd : 


| bend) a 55 D. 
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ON MISS WYNDH AM 
DANCING A LOUVRE AT BAT hy, 
wiTH LORD CADOGAN, 1738, 
BY DR DAVIE $4, 
| COTT iba the viel Alb ant dhe 


The notes procecd, and charm the car, 
Two brighter forms advance 


Cadogan, Wyndham. Equal they proceed, 
Adrxance, retire ; 


Their feet commands, 
And moves their hands? 


Does Motion's harmony provoke a ſound, 
Soft as the muſick of the warbling lyre ? 


Ryſbrack, in marble bid each poſture laſt; 

That we at leifure may approve _ 

What 's loſt fo ſudden as they move. 
Thus let Apollo ſtand; 

Diana thus her huntreſs train command. 


„Probably Elizabeth daughter of Sir W. Wyndham, 
married in 1749 to the late Hon. George Grenville, by whom 
me had the prefent Eart Temple. D. 

+ Not the former writer of the ſame name, but (L appre- 


But 
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But they ſuch various movements try, 


To win the heart, 

To pleaſe the eye, 
As quite elude the force of mimic art. 

As dance the nimble hours 

In Guido's caſy air, 

When Phoebus, riſing, pours 

A flood of glory from his car; 
o Wyndham moves, attracts with every grace, 
Wins every heart, and charms with every pace ! 


VERSE S BY MR, WHALEY, 
IN THE OAK-WALK AT BILLIN GBEAR f. 


Sacra Jovi Quercus, Veneri gratiſima,” 


HOU ever verdant venerable ſhade, 
Ye. ſacred Oaks, by Time thus beauteous made, 
More bleſt than thoſe, the favourites once of Jove, 
Eernal offspring of Dodona's grove! 
Here flouriſh ſafe; nor envy, nor complain, 
Though your tall brotherhood in George's reign | 
(Alert the empire of the frighted main. 
The ſea and all its wealth to them reſign, 
For know a treaſure far more dear is tline; 
lend then your branches round the ſea-born- fair, 
And bending own that Venus is your care, 


* In memory of that moſt accompliſhed young lady, the 
dan. Miſs Eſſex Griffin, only daughter to the late right ho- 
tourable the lord Grithn, and niece to the preſent ga ho- 
dourable the counteſs of Portſmouth, W. 

H Lady Portſmouth's jointure-ſeat as re lict of Henry Grey 
Nd. and afterwards the ſeat of Nevill Aldworth, eſq. Sce 
. 140. D. : | „ ON 
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ON THE DEATH OF OLD BENNET 
THE NEWS-CRYER. 


FROM FENTON.S COLLECTION, 


Oo NE evening, when the ſ un was juſt gone down, 
As I was walking through the noiſv town, 

A ſudden ſilence through each ſtreet was ſpread, 

As if the foul of London had been fled. 

Much I enquir'd the cauſe, but could not hear, 
Till Fame, to frighten'd that ſhe did not dare 
To raiſe her voice, thus whiſper'd in my car: 
Bennet, the prince of Hawkers, is no more, 
Bennet, my Herald on the Britith ſhore; _ 
Bennet, by whom 1 own mylelt out-done, 
Though I an hundred mouths, he had but one. 
He, when the liſtenigg town he would amuſc, 
Made Echo tremble with his bloody news. 

No more ſhall Echo now his voice return, 
Echo far ever muſt in ſilence mourn. 
Lament, ye herces, who trequent the wars, 
The great proclaimer of your dreadful ſcars... 
Thus wept the conqueror that the world o'ercame, 
| Homer was wanting to enlarge his fame: 
Homer, the arit of Hawkers that is Known, 

Great news from Troy cry'd up and down the town. 
None |.ke him has there been for ages paſt, 

Till our Stentorian Bennet came at laſt : 

= Homer and Bennet were in this agreed, 
4 Homer was blind, and Bennet could not read. 8 
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— Modeſt, noble, and ſincere, 
Let for once, fince 'tis the faſhion, 

Hunrble verſe approach your car, 
Jet an honeſt ſwain adviſe you 

To diſdain all arts to charm ; 
"Then the worthy man will prize you, 
Him alone your breaſt ſhould warm. 
Be vour ſoul the ſeat of Science, | | 
_Emiprels there let Reaſon reign ; 
Keep with Virtue ſtrict alliance; 

Nor Humility diſdain. 


Soft an-! moving as cach feature,. 
Let your words unſtudied flow; 

Nlild and gentle as your nature, 
Be your well-tim'q; wiſdom too. 


w lv Mould I adviſe 1 in dreiling ? 
Modeſty waulll be your guide; 
dlie can render you fo plating, 
As would ſhame the phantom pride. 
Leave, Dorinda, would vou give me, 
I could whiſper to your mind: 
«© Keep my rules; and then, believe me, 
You 'll excel] all womankind.“ . 


* , - by ” I wh * 580 
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SONG, ON THE TWO MISS CR ADDOCK?L, 
BY THE LATE SIR THOMAS BURNET, 


T > mind of bright Suky 's a jewel, 
Well ſet in a delicate frame, 
But Annama pleaſes me too well 
Io examine what cauſes the flame. 


The charms of ſweet Suky inſpire me, 
Her face, ſhape, aud wit, I adore ; 

But Annama's ſmiling eyes fire me 
To raptures I ne'er felt before. 
® Youngeſt ſon of the Biſhop. He was author of *“ A f 
cor d Tale of a Tub; or, the Hiſtory of Robert Powel the 
Pauppet-thow-man;” (under which character Archbiſtop Sharpe 
was fatir:ſ-d.) He wrote alſo many political pamphlets aga-nf 
the laſt miniſtry of Queen Anne, for one of which he vs 
taken into cuttody by a meſſenger. He was bred to tht 
law > but wrote many other jtax d':ſprit before he cultivated 
with ſucceſs thoſe ſeyerer ſtudies. One of his ſallies, when 
very young, Was the following epigram, which was found 

mm his father's epiſcopal throne in Sarum cathedral; 

„A Biſhop fits here, 
Which may ſeem very odd, 
Who has two thouſand neat, 
To drink and to eat, 
And to give us the Peace af God.” | 

He was the editor of his Father's “ Hiſtory of his ow! 
Times;” and, as an author, was concerned in a week!y 
paper called « The Grumbler ;” but the publication, which 
induced Mr. Pope to expoſe him with ſeverity in the Dune 
ciad, (III. 179.) was a traveſtie of the firſt book of the Iliad, 


intituled 66 ee, 1 5 Sir Iliad Doggrel,” written in cot 
junction 


ae. 157 

The one every act is fo good in, 

Each word and each leok I approve; 

The other ſo {miles on a ſudden, 

| I only know this, that I love. 
His meaſure with Suky Time loſes, 

Hours fly like the minutes away; 
If Anna her preſence refuſes, 

One minute appears a whole day. 


junction with Mr. Ducket, and printed in 1715. It is recorded of 
Mr. Burnet, that, in the days of his levity, his father 
ome day ſeeing him uncommonly grave, aſked what he | 
was meditating? © A greater work, replied the ſon, than 
4 pour Lordſhip' s Hiſtory of the Reformation.” © What 
eis that, Tom:?“ „ My own reformation, my Lord.” 
' I ſhall be heartily glad ro ſee it, faid the Biſhop, but al- 
not deſpair of it.“ It was, however, aecomphiſhed. Being 
Won fu! at Liſbon when the late Lord Tyrawley was ambaſſa- 
dor, upon ſome diſpute between them, in which rhe merchants 
took part With the former, happening to employ the ſame 
taylor, he learned what ſuit, &c. his Lordſhip had ordered 
for a birth-day, and arrayed his ſervants in the ſame, while 
he himſelf appeared dreſſed quite plain. This occahoned 
their both being recalled. Mr. Burnet then applied himſelf 
0 the ſtudy of his profeſuon, in which it is needleſs to ſay : 
bis advancement did not exceed his merit. He was appoint- 
iking's ſerjeant, 1740; a judge of the common pleas, 1741 ; 
ughted Nov. 23, 1745; and died Jan. 8, 1753. A thin vo- 
lame of his poems was publiſhed in 1997, 4to.— The following 
has been related as an inſtance of his evenneſs of temper. Din- 
ag at a friend's where the coachman was one of the atten- 
ants, in lifting a difh he ſpilt it awkwardly on the Judge's 
loaths, who only ſaid facetiouſly, while he was rubbing down, 
Friend, I adviſe you for the future to greaſe nothing but 
your wheels,” NM. | 19 


When Annama's ſpinner reſounds, 


One fiſter my head fo poſſeſſes, 


ox THE ANNIVERSARY | or THE NUPTIALY 


May none be happier than my friend, 


Oh teach the teeming wife her pains 


With Miſs Juliana Jennings. See _ e Scene It $y 
lowfield, p. 114. D. 
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To muſic when Suky light bounds, 
My fancy too dances the havs ; 


I feel on my heart-firings ſhe plays. 


My reafon with her would take part; 
The other that rebel ſuppreſſes, 
And abfolurte wget in my heart. 


ODE, BY MR. WHALEY. 


OF JOHN DODD, ES 


RIGHT Phet bus, and thou Goddeſs Maid, 
Who mak'ſt the ſpringing woods thy care, 
Whoſe ears our vearly vows invade, 
Oh! bend, and hſten to our prayer 
Great God, whoſe ſteps bright day attends, 
With thee it comes, with thee retires ; 


Who bleſs thy light or feel thy fires. 
Thou wo, Lucina, hear our rains, 
Though virgin thou thyſelf and pure, 


Wich happy patience to endure. 
For through the rolling nights and days, 
Since Hymen call'd this pair his owny 
Nor thy ſoft beams, nor Pan's rays, 

A purer nuptial torch have known. 


5 


r F l ind i, aw 
Feccertain Fates, on whoſe fix'd will 
Unalterable decrees depend, 
Ch! guard this choſen pair from Ill, 
Like their beginning be their end. 
For them may ever chearful health 
In every breathing gale be borne, 
And flowing yet well-order'd wealth 
- Thee fields, their ſtreams, their board, adorn. 
To their whole youth give ſprightly joy 55 
And to therr long- extended day 
Thoſe tranquil meaſures that ne'er cloy, 
| Nox fink-till life's lamp fades away. 


1 0 0 HN 1 . ESQ 


SWALL OWFIFLD PLACE, MARCH 2c, 1740. 
4 .Y. Mk. rn. 


EAR abſent maſter of this ſweet domain, 5 
Attend a while, tis friendſhip breeds the ſtrain; 
This bids the heart midſt eaſe and plenty moan, 
Ard makes joy taſteleſs when confin'd to one, 
The morn, 'tis true, can no where fairer rife, 


| No Zephyrs fofter fan the evening ſkies, 


dpring has no ſweeter taſk than to improve 
Yon flowery level, and that ſprouting grove ; 
The warbling birds ſend peace to every car, 
And the ſtreams murmur reſt to every care. 

Vet this my lot, thus every ſenſe employ d, 
Sighing I find each pleaſure unenjoy'd; 
True joy from friends made bleſt alone can riſe, 
For bliſs, if uncommunicated, dies. 

Thee then the happieſt far of men I deem, 
Whotc copious bount y's ever-flowing ftream 

. Bites 
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Gives joy to every heart, that $ to thee known, 
And makes the gladneſs of a crowd thy own. 
Come then, my friend, and grant me to receive 


Joys which ſociety alone can give. 


How [| exult when as thy tread I hear! 


Attendant Valgius' voice ſalutes my ear! 


See him his honeſt, ample face diſplay, 

Broad as the moon, and chearful as the day. 
Mirth and her train, his ſlaves, he brings along, 
Gay gambols, revelry, and wanton ſong ; 


| Nor nceds the aid of the inſpiring bowl 


To warm his fancy or diſcloſe his ſoul, 
Which alwars opening in his face we ſcan, 


Claiming a friend where'er he meets a man. 


Nor leſs fineere, though calmer joys ariſe, 


Wich aſpect mild when Gallus greets my eyes, 


And challenges from this thy new abode 

"The hoſpitality he once beſtow'd ; 

When Leominſter * ſheep, long from the butcher keys 
"Their maſter's bounty, and our hunger wepr ; 

And as on Pinſley's ſunny banks we lay, 

The cyder tons ran unperceiv'd away. 

Here, as in Greek and Roman times, we find 


The pious prieft and tuneful poet join'd 


His verſes what good men ſhould be Hate, 58 
And his whole life informs us what they are, | 


Prudently gay, and chearfully ſevere. 


Who can bat feel the joy that friendſhip gives, 
When Paulus' honeſt hand his hand receives? 


| Bleſt man to whom he deigns that pledge impart, 
Vnfailing ſervant to a valiant heart! 


„ Pronounced © Lemſter', D. , 


W hoi 


TO JOHN DO D D. ESQ 
Whoſe warmth, whenever juſtice bids, is ſhown 
In a friend's cauſe, ſtill warmer than his own. 
But oh! forgive the Muſe, if droops her wing, 
If ev'n to thee ſhe can bur faintly ing, 
While the dear pleaſures friendſhip cer has ſhown, 
Are now but from a paſt enjoyment known. 
Th' imperfect joy remembrance gives my breaſt, 
Is that in thee, and IJ once was bleſt, 
Bleſt in thy generous friendſhip, what I feel 
Thy foul, from whence it ſprings, forbids me tell; 
And thy experience knows what Fate denies, _ 
Wile for health to diſtant Scarborough flies ; ; 
For often : as he fix'd thy liſtening ear, 
Wih fprightly wit, or argument ſev ere, 
In lus wit dignity, his g eaſe, © 
To iaſtruct his buſineſs, his delight to pleaſe, 

Come then, nor farther a friend's woes prolong, 

Whoic grief ſincere you find from this fad ſong. 


A THOUGHT ON GAMING. 
r M Ke W nA . 


O gild o'er avarice with a ſpecious name, 


To futter torment while for ſport you game, 


Time to reverſe, and Order to defy, _ 
To make your temper ſubject to a dye, 
To curſe your fate for each unlucky throw, 
Vour reaſon, ſenſe, and prudence to forego; 
To call each power infernal to your part, 
To fit with anxious eyes. and aching heart; 
Your fortune, time, and health to throw aways 
Is what our modein men of taſte call PLAY. 
00 Vor. VI. NI 
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TO THE SPARROWS AT MENWINY0YX 
IN CORNWALL. BY MR. WHALEY. 
IRDS, in joy all birds excelling, 
Happy flaves to endleſs Love, 
Happier here than if your dwelling 
Were the ſacred Cyprian grove. , 
What though thoſe celeſtial ſparrows 
Boaſt their food from Venus' hands, 
And their feathers wing the arrows, 
With which Cupid all commands; 
Tell them, Beauty 's all opinion, 
And ye much miſtaken are, 
If the ſiſters at Menwinvon _ 
Outgo not the Graces far. 
Tell the charms ye daily gaze on, 
As ye hop the woods among, 
Such no mortal e'er ſet eyes on, 
Such Catullus never ſung. _ 
Were his miſtreſs” ſparrow living, 
And theſe ſiſters to him ſhown, 
He, poor bird, would die with grieving, 
Sccing Leſbia ſo out- done. 
Her then, ſparrows, each gay morning 
lich your chirping lays ſalute, 
Hither each cool eve returning =» 
Neſtle midſt the leaves and fruit. 
And it e'er your reſt be broken 
Be the nets of ſome rude clown, 
To the liſters be it ſpoken, 
And they'll Kill him with a frown. 


A LETTER. FROM Muss 


5 | 


T0 THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF —— 


ND dar'ft thou then, inſulting lord ! demand 
A friendly anſwer from this trembling land ?— 
No more thy tears my tender page ſhall ſtain, 
Aubiguous tears, diſſembling joy or pain; 

No more thine eyes wich ſweet ſurprize purſue 
Lore's ſacred-myſteries, there unveil'd to you. 
Demand'ſt tliou ſtill an anſwer —let it be 

An anſwer worthy vengeance, worchy me! 

Tear it, in public characters, relate 

An ill-ſtarr'd paſſion, and capricious fate: 

Yes, public let it ſtand! to warn the maid 

From one who fell leſs vanquiſh'd than betray'd ; 
Guiltleſs, yer doom'd with guilty pangs to groan, 
And expiate others” treaſons, not her own ; 

Deſtin'd with ſhame in Honour's paths to run; 

Sal Viriue's follower, yet by Vice undone. £ 
duch free complaint to 1njur'd Love belongs : — 
co, tyrant, read, and know me by my wrongs ! 
Les, traytor, read, and reading tremble too! 

come to blaze thee to a nation's view; | 
come—ah, wretch, thy ſwelling rage controul! 
as he not once the idol of thy ſoul? 


* This beautiful Poem originally appeared in the St. 
atcs's Chronicle. From thence I have copied it. N. 


M 2 


True, 
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True, by bis guilt thy tortur'd boſom bleeds, 

Vet ſpare the guilty—for tis Love that pleads : 
| ReſpeRing him, reſpect thy infant flame; 
Proclaim the treaſon, hide the traytor's name ! 
Enough to Honour and Revenge is given, 
This truth referve for Conſcience, and for Heaven! 

Talk'ſt thou, ingrate ! of Friendſhip's holy powers! 

The tiger's union with the lamb be ours ! 
This cold, this frozen boſom, didſt thou dream, 
Senſeleſs to love, ſhall ſoften to eſteem? 
W hat means thy friendſhip? ſhall I bleſs my fate, 
| Lofing thy love, to juſt eſcape thy hate >— 
| Remember thee !—repeat that ſound again : 

My heart applauding echoes to the ſtrain. 
Yes, till this heart forgets to beat and grieve, 
Live there thy image—but deteſted live! 
My hate purſue thee, unimpair'd by age, 
Nor memory waken, but to kindle rage. 
Enter thv treacherous boſom, enter deep; 
Hear Conſcience call, while flattering paſſions ſleep! 
Where harbour Honour, Conſcience, Faith, and Trutl! 
Where the bright forms whoſe ſemblance caugli ui 
| vouth? 

How could I doubt thy noble breaſt dicks ſhrine, 
That felt them glowing, tender maid! in mine. 
Boalt not of trophies from my fall atchiev'd !_ 
Boalt not, deceiver, of this foul deceiv'd! 
Eaſv the traytor wins an open heart, 
Artleſs itſelf, and unſuſpecting art; 
Not by ſuperior wiles ſucceſsful proves, 
But fond credulity in her who loves, 


jt 


ut 
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Bluſh, ſhameleſs grandeur, bluſh ! ſhall BRITAIx's 
Paring all crimes, not dare to be fincere? [PEER, 
What charms were mine, to tempt the guilty Ares ? 
What wealth, what honours from illuſtrious fires > 
Can virtue's ſimple ſpoils adorn the race ? 
Shall annals mark a village maid's difgrace ? 
When burſting tears my inward anguiſh ſpeak, 
When paleneſs ſpreads my ſometimes fiuſhing check; 
When my frame trembles with convulſive ſtrife, 
Mu ſpirits flutter on the verge of lite; 
wen to my heart my ebbing pulſe is driven, 
My eyes throw faint accuſing beams to heaven; 
Yet griefs that freeze my accents, fave my fame :—-. 
Come, blaſt it, traytor !—no; the tale of ſhame, 
The guilty tale, unwilling lips contine — 
My portion, miſery ; but no triumph thiac ! 
Would thou hadſt left me where I met thine exe, 
A fmple flower, to bloom in ſhades and die! 
0:1 downy wings where roſe the {prightly morn, 
\\ here evening found not in my breaſt a thorn : 
Pure joys were mine; Content at leaſt, that flows 
With temperate current through this vale of wors.. 


Crucl, to poiſon moments {weet as theſe ! 

Jn me to practiſe fatal arts to pleaſe ! 

Deſtin'd, if proſperous, for ſublimer chaims, 

lo court proud Wealth and Greatneſs to thy arms. 
low many a lighter, many a fairer dane, 
cad of her prize, had fata'd thy fickle flame; 
Vih livelier moments ſoothed thy vacaut mind, 
aly poſſeſs'd thee, caſy too reſigud; 1 


N 3 Chang'd 


+ 


3 
1 
** 
. 
* 
2 
* 
1 
1. 
mls 
A C25 
2 Fj 
1 
72 
£4.44 
Sg 
on 
* 
3 
bi 
1 * 
2 
Fa 
= 
* 
8 
1 
N 
* * 4 
7 
= 
{ 7 
* N 
3 
3 
3 Th 
* 
RE 
£ o 
wo 
"0 
A 
== 
i. x 
3+ 
1 
"+ þ 
J 
pl 
2 * 
oY 
"70M 
"3 
+ 
£4 
* 
2 
j % 
"oo 
. 
. 
1 
W 
= 
" * 
A 
. 
7* 
* 
L 
"=_> 
4 
7 
"= 
"A 
* 
5 . 
2 
5 
— 


* frag” # N 1 — S F mY = XV 1 8 inn 4 > vw bh V. 1 n —_. wy 
L 2 r 20 . — FE. 2 — r 2 ns. i ad * 2 p 
__O a ; 2 — a; , 2 — 8 z 5 — — 8 — * 9 2 3 = 3 
*A ts * a * MX 4 1 - * 2 = * 7 4 N "T7 
3 . 4 8 5 * * 1 SS = mw Fa of . 8 b A ; 2 uh a 
* . EV, 0 2 3 E 25: Fat es. 0 = bo * 5 1 4 - F ns. *, 
£ 4 3 4 - td 2 £4 1 : f ö 3 * 2 4 8 2 
- a. 3 f . « —— 1 þ Td Ss "== 2 , N » £ 
1 "A * 7 r "Hp « - 3 5 438% "FA : . os . 4 5 3 4 PR * 4 
. 1 We | 3 ts 2 "8 « 4% 1 
* 5 « e 4 2 * 3- | «i 


F 
n . UN" "PW 
. 8 * 


oe 


«ce 


Ct” . 
1 * 1 * 8 7 


166 MISCELLANY POEMS 
Chang'd but her object, Paſſion's willing ſlave, .. 
Nor felt the wound that feſters to the grave! 
Ah! had I, conſcious of thy fierce defires, 

Bur half confenting ſhar'd contagious fires, 


Halt vielding heard thine impious ſuit maintain'd, . 


This trembling heart had ſuffer'd, not complain'd! 


Nut, ah! with tears and crowded ſighs to ſue, 


To dreſs diſſembled paſſions like the true; 
To borrow fill Confuſion's ſweet diſguiſe, 
Nleer my coy virtues with dejected eyes; 


Jo ſteal their language which no words impart, - 
And give me back the image of my heart; 


T its, this was treachery :=-by {uch arts aſla']'d,. 


1 fell Great God! what virtue had not fail'd ! 


Vet unrelenting fill the tyrant cries, 
Heedlef's of Pity's voice, and Beauty's tighs, 
That pious frauds, the wiſeſt. beſt, approve, - 


And Heaven but {miles at perjuries in love “. 


No; Heaven and Virtue ſcorn the mean pretence ! 
No; tis the villain's, 'tis the flave's defence ! 
No; ?tis the baſe ſenſation cowards feel ! 


The wretch who trembles ar the brave man's ee! 


In woman's rage no daring miſchief fears, 
And mocks the feeble arms of ſighs and tears. 
In vain a ſex, by nature taught to reſt 
Its trembling weakneſs on your firmer breaſt, 
Pleads pitv :—coward man, to woman brave, 
Inſults the virtue he was born to ſave. 

What! ſhall the lighteſt promiſe lips can feign 
Bind man to man in Honour's ſacred chain ? 


# 6 Jupiter! in cœlo perjuria ridet amantum.“ 


And 
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\nd oaths to us not ſanctify th? accord, 

Not heaven atteſted, nor heaven's awful Lord? 

Vhy various laws for beings form'd the ſame? 

Equal from one indulgent power we came, b 

Vho, bleſling to be bleſt, defign'd his race | 

With manly vigour tempering female grace. 

Sequeſter'd from our ſex, vain man, relate 

Your ſolitary pleafures, fallen ſtate ! 

What tender joys ſit brooding o'er your ſtore ? 

What flumbers footh Ambition bath'd in gore? 

'Tis ours, th' unfocial paſſions to controul, 

To pour the balm that heals the wounded ſoul ; 

To Jure your fancy with diviner themes | 

Than Wealth, than Power's delufive reſtleſs dreams, 

Vet frantic man, difſolving bonds fo dear, 

Secure from Love, his empire founds on Fear: 

Nor dream'ſt thou, traytor, what confirms thy laws, 

Not manly triumph—Bluſh to hear the cauſe! 

Tis female ſoftneſs Tyrants elſe might feel 

The deſperate vengeance of a woman's ſteel, 

Still if you glory in the lion's force, 

Come, nobly emulate that lion's courſe ! 

From guarded herds he vindicates his prev, | 

Not luiks in thickets from the blaze of day: 

White man, not contident in manly arms, 

Now offering truce, now ſounding falſe alarms, 

With cuſtoms, laws, with terror, fraud, combin'd, 

Relaxes all the nerves that brace-the mind. 

Then lordly, ſavage, rends-the trembling; been; 1 

Fuſt gain d by treachery, and chen tam'd by art 
M + | Ars 
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Are theſe refleQions then that Love inſpires 2 
Is bitter grief the fruit of fair deſires? 
From whofe example could I dream to find 
The mournful privilege to curſe mankind ? 
Ah, long I ſtrove to burſt th'enchanting tye, 
And form'd refolves that ev'n in forming die: 
| Too long I linger'd on the fatal coaſt, 
And ey'd the ocean where my wealth was loſt : 
In filence wept, ſcarce venturing to complain; 
Still to my heart diſſembled half my pain: 
Aſcrib'd my ſufferings to its fears, not you; 
Eeheld you treacherous, and then wiſh'd vou true. 
Sooth'd by thoſe withes, by myſelf deceiv'd, 

I fondly hop'd, and, hoping, 1 believ'd.— 

Cruel! to whom, ah whithcr can I flec, 
Friends, Fortune, Fame, deſerted all for thee ? 
On whom but Thee this aching frame 1epole ? 
Wich whom but Thee depoſit all its woes ? 

To whom, but Thee, explain its ſtifled groan, | 
And live for whom but Thee and Love alone? 
What hand to probe my bleeding heart be found? _ 
What hand to heal, but his that gave the wound? 
O dreadful chaos! when the ruin'd mind, 
Loft to itſelf, to virtue, human-kind, _ 
From earth to heaven, a meteor flaming wide, 
Link'd to no ſyſtem, to no world allied, | 
| Feels all a blank within: —cach pregnant thought 
That Nature, Reaſon, that Experience taught, 

Paſt, preſent, future, feels alike deſtroy'd, 
While Loye alone uſurps the mighty void! 
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A void how gloomy, when that Love is flown !_ 


What ſhades we graſp, the noble ſubſtance gone ! ! 


From one ador'd, adoring once, we dream 

Of Friendſhip's tenderneſs—ev'n cold Eſteem. 
Rejected, ſtill che fuppliant ſuit advance 

Picad for a laſt fare vella moment's glance 
A leter—token—wreck'd in ſearch of ſhore, - 

| We catch the plank of Hope, and rife no more. 


In that diead moment when the hovering flame 


Scarce languiſh'd into life, again you came; 
Purſued again a too ſucceſsful theme, 
And dry'd my eyes, with yours again to ſtream : : 
When praCtis'd tears vour venial fault confeſt, 
And half diſſembled, half excus'd the reſt, 
To kindred gricts taught pity by my own, 
Sighs I return'd, and anſwer'd groan for ꝑroan; 
Your {clf-reproaches, ſtifling mine, approv'd, 
| And much 1 credired, for much I lov'd. _ 
Not long the ſoul this doubtful dream prolongs; 
| Pardoning indeed, but not forgetting wrongs, 
|: icoras the tfaytor, and with conſcious pride 
deorns a bale ſelf-deferting to his fide : 
breat by misfortune, greater by deſpair, 
Its heaven once loft, Hfdains an humbler care: 
Perhaps too tender, or too fierce, my foul 
Ditcla:ming half the heart, demands the whole, 
| blame thee not, that, fickle as thy race, 
[New loves invite-rhee, and the old efface ; 
That cold, inſenfible the ſoul appears 
To Virtuc's Imiles, to Virtur's very tears: 
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But oh, a heart whoſe tenderneſs you knew, 
That held, frail tenure ! life itſelf from vou; 
In tond preſumption that ſecurely play'd, 
Securely ſlumber'd in your friendly ſhade, 
Whoſe every weakneſs, every ſigh, to ſhare, 
The powers that haunt the perjur'd. heard you ſwear 
Was this a heart vou wantonly refign'd 
Victim to ſcorn, to ruin, and mankind 2. 

Was this —0 traytor, that betray ' ſt no more, 
What means thy pity? what can vows reftore ? 

Can vows recall th' autumnal year to bloom? 

Or quicken aſhes lumbering in the tomb? 
Can vows. to ſmiles relax the brow of Care, 
Or heal thy ſcars of anguiſh, fierce Deſpair ? 
Bid Virtue's ſuilied flames again e 
Or Honour wißt à deſerted thrine 

Ah no: — not prayers, nor all ch 5 pow ery, 
Back to their once=trod circles win the hows ! 
Cruel! no more thy flattering form betrays, 
The feeble viſion melts in Reaſon's rays, 
Vet take my pardon in my laſt farewell 
Daggers, like thole you planted, never feel! 
Fated, like me, to curle, yet court your fate; 
To blend, in dreadtul union, Love and Hate; 
Chiding the preſent moment's ling'ring haſte, 
To dread the future, and deplore the paſt ; 
Like me condemn th' ctiect, the cauſc approve, _ 
Renounce the lover, yet retain the love! 
Yes, Love | ev'n now, in this all-fated hour, 

An exile from thy joys, 1 tecl thy power, _ 1 
© 7 „ Ton 
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Yon orient ſun, once lovely to my ſight, 

Bathing in vernal dews his youthful light, 

Congenial to my griefs, now ſullen glows : 

The ſtreams that murmur, yet not court repoſe; 

The breezes ſiekening with my mind's diſeaſe, 

And valleys laughing to all eyes but theſe, 55 

Proclaim thy abſence, Love ! whoſe beam alone 

Lighted my morn with glories not its own! 

Ah, nobleſt paſſion life and youth impart, 

Soon as thy flame ſhot rapture to my heart, 

A new creation brighten'd on my view; 

Lud in thy ſmiles the ſocial paſſions grew: 
Gy rung, th! harmonious nerves, the thrilling veins, 

* in {weet uniſon, to others pains. | 

Tz blood, to partial currents once confin'd, 

Now ſwell'd an ocean, and embrac'd mankind. 

Th: foul, once centering in atfelt the blaze, 

Vow wide diffus'd Benevolence's ravsz | 

Kindling on earth, purſu'd th' atherial road, 

bn hallow'd flames aſcending to its God. 

Ah, Love lin vain a blaſting hand deftroys 

iv twelling bloſſoms of expected joys; 

onverts to poiſon what for food was given, 

Ihe manna dropping from its native heaven; 

ictorious {1;1] thou triumph'ſt! ſtill confeſt 

ſhe Aron {t tranſport that can warm the breaſt — 

, traytor, ves z—my heart, to Nature true, 

ores the paſtion, and deteſts but you, 
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TO A FRIEND. BY MR. WHALFY 


IN IMITATION OF MARTIAL, | 


HE things that beſt reach life to pleafe 
My deareſt, happieſt youth, are theſe, 
A i ſome kind kinſman's boon, 
 Unearn'd bv labour of „out own ; 
A pleafant frunful Berkſhire ſoil, 
O'erpaying fill the tiller's toil, 
And from all law-fuirs ever free, 
Thouph eren Pratt your counſel be. 
In ſtate aftairs too fmal! a ſhare 
Domeſtic pic#tures to impair. 
A body ſound, a perfect mind, 
And health to ehearful ſpirits join'd. 
An open vert diſcerning brow, 
A board for welcome deck'd, not ſhow ; 
Aad ſprightly mirth attendant there, 
But free from drunkenneſs as care; 
And ever hIV'd with equal friends, 
Whom worth like Walpolk's recommends. 
A wife from! all referr*dnels free, 
Vet chaſte as ſoft- eV Modeſty ; 
In her pleas'd arms a fimpering boy, 
Ine pledge and crown of all your joy. 
Then, to be bleſt above man's ſhare, 
Deſire to be qaſt what vou are; 
But raiſe to Heaven your gratctul eye, 
And neither wiſh nor fear to vir. 
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CORNARO AND THE TURK. 
A TALE. BY MR. WHALEY. 


\ HERE, mid” Italia serer ſunny lands, 
Faſt by the ſtreams of Po Ferrara ſtands, 
1: manhood's full increaſe now juſt arriv'd, 
ln ſplendid leiſure young Cornaro hv'd ; | 
Of a full bed the farſt and beſt belov d, 8 
Each gift kind Nature lent him Art improv'd. 
He knew and lov'd his city; yet would know 
What other cities different had to ſhow; 
Eager to gratify his ſtretching mind, 
In one ſmall realm too narrowly confin'd. 
To tell his fare his wiſh, was to ſucceed; 
The ſon but hinted, and the fire agreed. 
Then, as became him, full ſupplied he went, 
And to Livorno“ firſt his way he bent; 
En whoſe fair ſhore each diſtant nation meets, 
And fills, with various tongues, her peopled ſtreets. 
Each object there his ſtrict attention drew, 
Much he obſerv'd, yet ſtill found ſomething new; 
And ſought it ſtill, for, Knowledge all his end, 
Him, who could that advance, he thought his friend; 
To rich and poor alike he caſt his eye, 
As 'twas a treaſure they might both enjoy; 
And he might teach him who the veſſel ſteer'd, 
What the rich freighter thought not worth regard. 
Of gracetul preſence and inviting mien, 
He in each place of full reſort was ſeen, 
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On the throng'd quay, or in the buſy ball, 

And, ſxill'd in tongues, ſeem'd countryman to all; 
To obſervation deep reflection join'd, | 
And fix'd the gather'd honey in his wind. 

His lodging on a large quadrangle” s fide, 
To him ſtill thinking, farther thought ſupplied; 
And as each hour of paſſing day went by, 
Some ſcene worth note ſtill met his curious eye. 

Vet one among the reſt he long had weigh'd, 
And ofteneſt ſcen the ſtronger mark it made; 

For the ſad ſigh that keen Misfortune drew 
Still to his breaſt an eaſy paſſage knew. 

As he each morn the rihng ſun beheld, 
Ere yet the moving ſquare with crowds was fll'd, 

On one ſame ſpot as ſtill he look'd around, 

Once ſolitary wretch he always found; 

A porter's garb declar'd his preſent yoke, 

But his whole mien a birth far different ſpoke. 
In his ſwoln breaſt fighs, ſpite of ſhame, would riſe, 
And tears, kept back, flow'd faſter from his eyes, 
Which with the knotted rope he wip'd away, 
Sad enfign of lus fortune's deep decay! 
The youth, who pitying ſaw the frequent grief, 
Thought Pity blameful carrying no relief; 

So, generouſly curious, ſought to know, 
In hopes to caſe the cauſe of ſo much woe; 
And call'd him from his melancholy ſtand: 
He came, and filent waited his command ; 
Thinking ſome errand would a mite allord, 
Juſt to n a being be n, 
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Which yet he durſt not of himſelf deſtroy, 
Since Heaven might change the grief it fent to joy. 

But other buſineſs fill'd Cornaro's breaſt, 

And his kind ſuit in tendereſt terms he preſt, 
Wiſh'd that his cauſe of grief he would 1mpart 
To one who lov'd to ſooth an aching heart, 

And always thought, however low his ſphere, 

A man who felt afffiction worth his care; 

Yet here believ'd the ſtroke of fickle Fate 

Vas fall'n on one had known a happier ſtate. 

« Then ſpeak, he ſaid, nor let falſe ſhame conceal 
Whate'er with truth a ſufferer may reveal; | 
And, it my happter lot may cafe thy woes, 
Whate'er a ſtranger's ear may learn, diſcloſe.” 

The liftening wretch each word with wonder heard, 
Perceiv'd them Virtue's dictates, and was cheer'd, 
Ventur'd to throw his laviſh badge aſide, 

And thus with manly confidence replied: 

J was not alwavs what I now appear; 

n truths, thy nobleneſs has challeng'd, hear: 
„I'ma Muſſulman, yet here confn'd 

Must wiſh thee, as thy milder doctrines, kind. 

0 lore thy faith, yet hate not me for mine, 

Which had, hadſt thou been born a Turk, been thine's 
Next know, ere fall'n to this molt abject ſtate, 

dmerna once faw me happy, though not great; 

By merchandize with {umptuous affluence bleſt, 

And {weet content, which great ones ſeldom taſte. 
bi: 0h! to have been bleſt, brings no relict, 
"vt adds a ſtronger bitterneſs to grief; 


Forgive 
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Forgive my tears, that utter, as they flow, 
A ſon's, a father's, and a husband's woe: 
To ſwell each figh theſe various ſorrows join, 
For all thoſe dear relations once were mine. 
Nor was it hope of adding to my ſtore 
By lawleſs plunder ſent me from my ſhore, 
To gain in bleeding fields a cruel name, 

Or with on ſlaughter'd heaps to build my fame. 
*Twas duty bid me watch the favouring gale, 
And filial love that hoiſted every fail. | 
Twas to a father's fond embrace I went, 
Ere yet his lamp of life was wholly ſpent; 
While ſtill a kneeling ſon might pleaſe his eve, 
And ſwell his aged heart with tender joy. 

For Cyprus then I ſail'd — what ſince befell 
Let theſe hard chains and this vile habit tell; 
Which with for-ever growing grief I bear, 
And now the fourth ſad winter ſees me wear ; 
And years may roll on years, unſtopp'd my grief, 
Till welcome Death ſhall bring his laſt relief, 
In whoſe cold arms, by ſome dire chance betray d, 
My friends may long ere this believe me laid. 
My fond old fire perhaps, my fate unknown, 
_ Walling my raviſh'd life, conſum'd his own ; 
And oh ! what pangs my orphan children feel! 
Halt thou a tender parent, thou canſt tell.” 

He ſtopp'd—tears drown'd his accents, and the reſt 
A ſilence far beyond all words expreſs'd. 
Nor {poke Cornaro more —he too was mute, 
Nor language found his fellow grief to ſuit; 
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But 1 with a tear- attended ſigh, 
ſoft mutter'd out — © Friend, take this | mall ſupply, 
Twill give thee ſome relief—were Freedom mine 
And Happineſs to give, they both were thine.” 
He took the gold, and bow'd, and ſlow return'd, 
And, as was wont, in hopeleſs ſadneſs mourn'd. 
Cornaro ſee, in other guiſe appear! 
Sudden he ſtopp'd the commendable tear, 
« And be, he ſaid, my foul, thy joy expreſs'd, 
is in thy power to make the wretched bleſs'd, 
Now I am blefs'd indeed, ſince on my wealth 
| Depends another's being, freedom, health, 
'Tis I can hid the ſun of mercy ſhine ; 
This man's peace, life, and liberty, are mine. 
Whatever joys he has or may receive, 
His country, children, wives, are mine to give; 
Now India's Lord, amidſt his hoarded ſtore, 
And endleſs mines, compar'd with me is poor. 
Quick then, Cornaro, to his ranſom flee, Nob 
Ard let this morning's ſun behold him free.“ * 
Strait to the lordly governor's he went, % 
i» name, his rank, his cauſe of coming ſent | . 
Nor need he long to wait, his errand told, 1 
Bringing, that ne'er-refus'd credential, Gold. | 
he price requir'd for liberty he gave, 
ind quick return'd to find the now but fancied love; 
ad laid, — © Be free :” his tranſports who can tell? | | 
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1oltrate before him in wild joy he fell, 
Vlich only his who caus'd it could excel. 


You V. 2 Gladneſs 
By | | | | 
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Gladnefs and wonder in his boſom wroughr, 
With labouring gratitude his ſoul was fraught, 
Nor had he-power to utter half he thought, 

« Yet, oh! my great deliverer, he cried, 

Can ſuch amazing worth in man refide ?- 

Or can it be that Chriſtian doctrines teach 

Virtues beyond our ſacred Prophet's reach 
zut oh! whate'er the wondrous cauſe, receive 

As much of gratitude as words can give; 

Nor let thefe burſting tears its force deſtroy, 
Slaves late of Griet, ſoft offspring now of Jov. 
And how my deeds ſhall with my words agree, 

Let me once reach my country, thou ſhalt ſee, 
And find thy mighty bounty is not loſt : 

J ſcorn to aſk thee what my freedom coſt, 

That to my gratitude has no regard, 

Up to thy worth I' meaſure the reward. 

Vet can that be? — © Stop there, Cornaro ſaid, 

If thou art happy, I am more than paid. 

Nut that thy happineſs meet no delay, 
There 's gold wherewith to ſpeed thee on thy way. | 

Tf grateful thou would'ſt be, at thy return, 
Amid the crowds that there in bondage mourn, 
Search out ſome Chriſtian from the wretched band, 

Who beſt ſhall merit freedom at thy hand; 

Then think 'tis in thy power to pay my debt, 

By ſhewing him the mercy thou haſt met.” 

le ſaid, and to his lodging back return'd, 

(Honour's bright lamp within him gently burn'd) 

Felt and enjov'd the riot of his breaſt, f 


While Conſcience furniſh'd out the noble feaſt, 
As 
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As free as air from priſon juſt broke out, 
The Turk with rapid ſpeed the harbour ſought ; 
There found a ſhip all trim with 1preading fails, 
And juſt prepar'd to catch the coming gales, 
Smyrna her port; with proſperous winds ſhe flies, 
And gives him to his home and former joys. 
Livorno now, as his Ferrara, known, 7 
Her trade, her arts, her pleaſures all his own, | 
Where next for knowledge was Cornaro flown ? 
For a foul's banquet far he need not fl, V 
Venice, old Ocean's faireſt child, ſo nig; 
Oer the proud Adriatick where ſhe ſtood, 
Which ſwells unenvious of the Tuſcan flood, 
Though Naples, Florence, on his banks he names, 
And to him Tiber pours from Rome his ſtreams. 
When o'er the continent fell Slavery flew, 
Hitlier the goddeſs Liberty withdrew ; 
Here plac'd her cap, her ſtaff, her armour here, 
And, as her own fierce Sparta, held it dear. 
Each art and ſcience this their dwelling own, 
As guardians to their goddeſs Freedom's throne z 
And as her hand-maid buſy Commerce toils, 
Her fiſter- goddeſs Plenty cheerful ſmiles. 
Here glad Cornaro fix'd; and hop'd to find 
V'hate'er might pleaſe a knowledge-loving mind, 
Or where the columns roſe with beauteous wreath, 
Or ſculpture ſeem'd to ſpeak, or paint to breathe ; 
And though each day increas'd his curious ſtore, 
Thought his capacious ſoul had room tor more; 
And little deem'd the moment was ſo nigh. 
When all theſe pleaſures of his breaſt ſhould die, 
N a The 
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The beams of ſcience from his ſoul retire 
And fade, extinguiſh'd by a nobler fire ; 5 
As kindled wood, howe'er its flames may riſe, 
When the bright ſun appears, in embers dies. 
Minerva ſudden from his ſoul was fled, 
And Venus reign'd ſucceſſive in her ſtead. 

A thouſand fair-ones, of her frolic train, 
Long at the youth had aim'd their ſhafts in vain ; 

| Launch'd from the wanton eye they ſought his heart, 
But Virtue's temper ſtill repuls'd the dart; 


Nor all their force nor poiſon need he fear, 


| Virtue muſt tip the point that enter'd there: 


As diamonds ſcorn the power of keeneſt ſteel, 
And tauch'd alone by fellow-gems can feel. 
One glance at laſt an eaſy paſſage found, 
And undirected made the deeper wound; 
From Modeſty's bright quiver it was ſent, 
Nor knew its beauteous owner where it went. 
From chaſte Delphina's powerful eye it came, 
Malta to Venice lent the graceful dame; 
Malta, bleſt iſle ! whoſe daughters all are fair, 
Whoſe ſons to manly fortitude are dear, 

So properly do Love and Glory meet, 

And Valour ſtill with Beauty holds his ſeat, 
Soon as his breaſt receiv'd-the potent ray, 

_ Wharte'er poſſeſs'd it, inſtantly gave way; 
As in the wood, before the lightning's beam, 
Periſh the leaves, and the whole tree is flame, 
To Venice by a noble father ſent, 


| Some i months the fair-one there had ſpent, 
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rh a tender uncle's careful eve; 
Where but to him ſhould then Cornaro fly ? 
To him he did each circumſtance unfold, 
His country, riches, parentage he told; 

At laſt confeſs'd his honourable flame, 
Begg'd his permiſſion to addreſs the dame; 
And his conſent obtain'd ; nor long he ſued, 
Ere the coy maid was in her turn ſubdu'd, 
Nor chaſtity itſelf a bluſh put on, 

To be by ſuch a lover quickly won. 

Smoothly thus far to happinets he went, 

Nought now was wanting but the ſite's conſent; 
Which one, endow'd as he, was ſure to gain, 
And needed only ſee him to obtain. 

Th' obſerving uncle mark'd the wondrous youth, 
Fahom'd his love, his virtue, and his truth; 

Said — to her father, pleas'd he, they would {pecd, 
He ſaid, and ſtrait th' enamour'd youth agreed. 

Lo! with its precious freight the veſſel ſtor'd, 

Cornaro and his happineſs on board; 
Bleſs'd with chaſte beauty he ſuch trifles ſcorn'd, 
As Jaſon ſtole, or Menelaus mourn'd. 

Can gold the heart like piercing Beauty move? 
Or what is luſt compar'd with facred Love? 

And now for Malta with full fails they ſtand —- 
Saw, knew, and all but trod, the wiſh' d- for land; 
When, oh! ſad proof of Fortune's altering brow, 
Falſe as the ſkies above, and ſcas below 
A Turkiſh galley mark'd them from afar, 
Turſued the vellel unprepar'd for war, on 

5 KReſiſtance 
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Reſiſtance vain with numbers overbore, 
And led them wretched flaves to Smyrna's ſhore. 

Can words, what thought can ſcarce conceive, expreſs, 
The uncle's, virgin's, lover's deep diftreſs * 
Compar'd with which the mangling knife would pleake 
And the fierce rack's ſevereſt pain be eaſe. 
Death in his ghaſtlieſt form had met their prayers, 
But that was libe ty, and ſo not theirs. 

And now to public fale expos'd they ſtood, 
Amid the chaffering Turks infulting crowd, 
Immortal ſouls, the property decreed 
Of the beſt bidder, like the graſs-fed ſteed! 
Ex'n this the lovers bore, each other near, 
Ard, yet unparted, knew not full deſpair. 
But ſee ! at length accompliſh'd woe arrive, 
To deal the laſt, worſt wound ſhe had to give; 
Her ſable ſtore ſhe cull'd, the dart to find, 
Nor left one half fo venom'd ſhaft behind. 

Amongſt the dealers at this cruel fair, 

Trafhck accurs'd, that makes mankind its ware! 

A youthful Turk paſs'd poor Cornaro bv, 

Health fluſh'd his cheek, and Juſt inflam'd his eye; 

And to the female ſlaves his way he bent 
Twas there lus gold muſt have its wanton vent. 
How ſhould Delphina ſcape his prving fight ? 
\ Too fatally, in ſpite of anguiſh, bright! _ 

Her breaſt took beauty from the heaving ſigh, 
Nor could the tear, that drown'd, eclipſe her eye, 
But falling on her damaſk cheek it ſtood, 
Like the pear! dew-drop on the morning bud. 
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He quickly ſaw the roo-diſtinguiſh'd fair, 
And thought his Prophet's paradiſe was there. 
Her price at once unqueſtioning he paid, 
The fatal veil around her beauties ſpread, 
And led exulting off the ſwooning maid. WP L 
Twas then Cornaro felt defpair complete, x 
And knew the worſt extreme of torturing Fate. 
Furies to plague him more had ſtrove in vain, 
Ard gnawing vultures not increas'd his pain, 
Too fierce tor human nature to ſuſtain, 
He ſunk beneath his forrow's wondrous load, 
And ſenſelefs from excels of pain he ſtood. 

And.now one graver Turk amongſt the reſt, 
And more diſtinguiſh'd by his richer veſt, * 
A nicer curioſity expreſt. > 

Each flave examin'd, as he went along, | 
And on each circumſtance attentive hung : 
He aſc'd their country, parentage, and name, 


| And how each mourntul wretch a flave became. 


Behold him, to Cornaro then apply; 
Full on his face he hx'd his ſtedfaſt eve, 
Then aik'd his heart if what he ſaw was true, 
And that it was from ſure reflection knew. 
His nerves all trembling with the glad ſurpriſe, 
To heaven he ſtretch'd his hands, and rais'd his eyes, | 
And then—* I thank thee, Mahomet, he ſaid, 
Hicher by thy divine direction led.” 
Sounds ſtruck Cornaro's ear. he. ought to know, 
And wak'd him from his diſmal trance of woe; 
He ſaw the Turk prepar d for his embrace, 
Mark'd the lad tranſp ot ſparkling in his face, | 
X N 4 Saw 
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Saw 'twas the very ſlave he once ſet free, 

And cry'd aloud—* Great God of Hoſts, tis he !” 
Then folded in each others arms they ſtood, 

And voice was loſt in Joy's o'er-bearing flood. 
The Turk at length recovering, rear'd his head= 


CON And now he cry'd, my mighty debt be paid; 


Which, wert not thou the ſlave I here ſurvey, 
Peruvian mines were much too poor to pay.” 
To the man-merchant then he ſtretch'd his hand, 
« And take, he ſaid, whate'er thy wants demand; 
Quick ſet my friend, and his companions, free, 
Name you the price, unbartering I agree.” 
The ranſom'd home he led in bounteous ſtate, 
His ſwelling ſoul with godlike joy elate, 
Joy ſuch as fill'd the great Creator's breaſt, 
When Adam in his paradiſe he plac'd. 
And now he calls his houſehold all in view, 
To give his freemen gueſts their welcome due. 
His lofty hall with richeſt ſophas grac'd, 
His wives, his children, all in order plac'd, 
(Such was his will, though hidden his intent, ) 
Sate in mute wonder waiting the event. 
Amidſt them all he then Cornaro led, 
And wip'd away a tear of joy, and ſaid, 
« Ye of my licens'd bed the partners fair, 
Who my divided love yet equal ſhare; 
With whom ſo many pleaſing moons I' ve ſpent, 
Nor known one ſhaded yet by difcontent : 
And ye, lov'd iſſue of our honeſt joys, 
If aught my precepts did, ye generous boys : 


My children, and my wives, to whom I ne'er, 
But by my diſmal exile, caus'd a tear; 
If, ende from that ſad bondage I arriv'd, 

Your griefs all periſh'd, and your joys reviv'd ; 
If, in my abſence, ye not falſely mourn'd, 

r your vaſi joy was true when I return'd ; 

If Alha knew ye without guile rejoice, 

And his great Prophet heard your real voice, 


Admire their bounnes ſtill increating ſhower; _ 

But now from chains I free'd this captive's hands, 

And lere Cornaro, my deliverer, ſtands.” 

All proſtate at that ſacred name they fell, 

How touch'd, great Gratitude alone can tell; 

cat Gratitude, that dictated their joy, 

did on each cheek, and ſpoke from every eye. 

The Turk with rapture ſaw the pleaſing ſcene, 

The home-felt joy ran warm through every vein, 

heir gratitude his inmoſt ſoul approv'd, 

hat loudly told how much himſelf was lov'd. 

Come then, he ſaid, the {ſumptuous feaſt prepare, 

Myr wives, to deck the banquet be vour care, 

As if great Ottoman himlelt were here. 

or know, th' imperial creſcent's ſacred flame 

an ne'er more homage than Cornaro claim. 

nl ve, my ſons, whate'er my wardrobe boaſt, 

What crimſon, gold, or gems, can have of coſt, 

ring forth; but oh! however rich rhe dreſs, 

low faintly will it his ſoul's worth expreſs! 

a then, my friend: but why that dow neaſt eye, 
That check yet pale, and that ſtill heaving ſigh! 
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Now more adore them, proſtrate praiſe their power, 
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Freedom thou haſt, and what elſe wealth can give, . 
Is my bleſt taſk—vours only to receive.“ 
Cornaro bluſh'd, and ſigh'd, and would have ſpoke, 
Bur, as he ſtrove, grief il] his accents broke. 
The uncle ſaw, yet ſilent, his diftreſs, 
And what he could not, ventur'd to-expreſs ; 
Told the whole tale of love—the fair pourtray'd, . 
Pencil'd the ſemblance of the charming maid, 
Exe that perhaps ſome Turk's abandon'd prey, 
Torn from Cornaro's arms for cer away; 
Cornaro doom'd no farther joy to prove, 
But Life's and Freedom's ſlave bereft of Love. 
The Turk with anguiſh heard the fatal tale, 
Fearing his utmoſt bounty here muſt fail; 
Fearing he never could the maid reſtore, 
Already ſlave to ſome lewd tyrant's power; 
Immers'd already in ſome cruel grove, 
Where. brutal Luſt uſurps the name of Love; 
Some cloſe ſeraglio's gloom, from whoſe ſad bourn 


No maid did e'er inviolate return. 


But as this thought perplex'd his working brain, | 
And every hope that roſe he ſtill found vain; WM: 
His ſon all ſudden ſmil'd, and rear'd his head 
(lhe eldeſt bleſſing of his fruitful bed), . | 
J hen bow'd again, and ſmote his breaſt, and ſaid: by 3 


Thee firſt, Creator Alha, I adore, . 
Untrac'd, myſterious, wonder-working power! 
How could thy loweſt ſervant's untry'd noon 
Of uſcleſs life deſerve fo vaſt a boon? _ 

Be huſh'd, all grief, and open'd every ear, 
My words with rapture let Cornaro hear; 


Let 


To 
- 
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Let too my fire his genuine offspring own, 
While I nor vainly boaſt I am his ſon. 
My heart how moulded, let my actions prove, 
And riſe victorious Gratitude o'er Love. 
If my exulcing ſoul aright divine, 
To make Cornaro blefſs'd is onlv mine. 
For know theſe walls contain the piCtur'd fair, 
Chaſte yet as ſnow, and pure as ſpring-nde air.“ 
Then, go ve flaves, he ſaid, and quick return 
With the fair Chriſtian whom I bought this morn, 
Return'd — Delphina bleſs'd their eager eves, 
And on each breaſt ſhed wild ecſtatic jors, 
Bight as the ſun, with ſtronger light array'd, 
When reſcued from the moon's eclipſing ſhade. 

Then thus again the Turk, with gracious air, 
(As to her lord he led the bluſhing fair): 
« My friend, in this bleſt moment be it mine, 
Taught by thyſelf, to ſhow a ſoul like thine; 
Forgive a vaunt, 'tis Virtue ſends it forth, 
A ſoul that ſtrives with ev'n Cornaro's worth. 
In thy gay paradiſe, great Prophet, hear, 


By Mecca's ever f{acred ſhrine I ſwear ; 
Were all the treaſures now before my fight, 


That fill'd Damaſcus” glittering plains with light, 
When in fierce triumph furious Caled rode, 
And drench'd the Syrian foil with Grecian blood, 
Would ſome great Sultan ſay, That maid reſign, 
And the whole wealth of all the Eaſt is thine 
From him unheſitating would I rurn, 

lud look upon his trifling bribe with it. 

8 1 Beauty 
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| Beauty like this, which wondering we ſurvey, 
*Tis Virtue only in exchange can pay. 
*Tis thee, great goddeſs Virtue, I purſue, 

To thy bright ſelf I raiſe th aſpiring view; 
Thus kneeling thy almighty power I own, 

And ſactitice my paſſions at thy throne ; 

To thy Cornaro, lo! this hand reſtores 
What moſt, thyſclf except, Ins ſoul adores.” 

So faving, with a ſmile their hands he join'd, 
And his rich prize without a ſigh reſign'd. 
Virtue was pl-as'd, and own'd in Heaven above, 
How deeds like theſe ev'n gods with pleaſure move: 
Gentle Compathon ſhed a tear of joy, 

And Gratuude loud thoured through the ſky. 

What joy the lovers raviſh'd ſouls potlefs'd, 3? | 


How a'!l around their vaſt delight ex preſs'd, 

What conicious picafure touch'd the father's breaſt; 
Leſt in i' attempt the faltering Muſe prove weak, 

| Let Chilcien, Parents, Lovers, Virtue, ſpeak ! 


A JOURNEY TO HOUGHTON, 
THE SEAT OF THE EARL OF ORFORD. 
"BY MR. WHALEY, 

8 VEET nymphs, that dwell on Pindus' verdant fide 
And o'er the weods, without a bluſh, preſide, 

Celeftial Muſes, deign your bard a lay, 

As on the winding banks of Yare * I ſtray... 
Vet if the nymphs from Pindus ſcorn to bow, 
Nor deign to liſten to a voice ſo low; 


* The river that flows by Yarmouth, D. 
Thet 
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Their pride I will repay, and in deſpite, _ | 
While ſuch my theme, of all the Muſes write, 

Recall we then, for ſtill *rwill pleaſe, to mind 
The morn we left dull Norwich ſmoke behind, 

When, as the lofty ſpire juſt ſunk from view, 
To a fair verdant water'd vale we drew ; 

Where 'midſt fair Liberty's all-joyous plains 
Popery ſtill ſeems to hug her galling chains. 

The dragon in Heſperian gardens olg 
Thus ſlumbering lay, and taſted not the gold; 
Thus, *midſt th' eternal ſpring Judea keeps, 

The lazy poiſon of Aſphaltus ſleeps. 

Bend then, my Muſe, thy flight to Weſton's rin 
o verſe can flow where papal Slavery reigns), 
Weſton ! whoſe groves not envy Pindus' ſhade, 

Nor, bleſt with Ridley“, want Apollo's aid +. 

Here Virtue reigus, and o'er the fruitful land 
Religion walks, with Freedom hand in hand; 

is little flock the pious prieſt informs, 

And every breaſt with heaven-born doctrine 1 warms; | 
dot lows his ſtream of eloquence along, 

nd truths divine come mended from his tongue. 

ere the known bounty of the place we bleſt, 
ind to our number join'd the cheartul prieſt, 


* Mr. Whaley's acquaintance with this ingenious Divine 
ginated from his being one ſummer in a ſtate of ruſtication 
im college (for. ſame e frolicks) at Poplar, as Dr., 
ley has told me. D. 

+ Of Dr. Ridley $ poetry "IE ſpecimens hall be given. N. 
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Through ancient Elmham * next our way We take, 


And gravely nodding wiſe reflections make; 


Ho ſtrongeſt things deſtructive Time o'erturns, 

And the waſte town its raviſh'd mitre mourns 3 

« Mitre ! repeats the prieſt with hmpening leer, 

Till fit at Norwich full as well as here,” 
But now, my Muſe, in bluthes hide tho face, 

Nor deign the next vile town in verſe a place; 

Unleſs thou canſt indite in Blackmore's ſtrain, ; 


And fay, we call d full hungry at the wan, 
But found not hay for horte, nor meat for man f.“ 
Dire hunger ! that with meagre viſage {nn 
And never fails to croſs the poet's walks: 
But three ſhort miles ſoon brought us bounteous aid, 
And Mileham's fulneſs Briſtey's want o'crpaid, 
See ! the gay Unicorn the wood adorn, 
Fair ſign of plenty, with his ivory horn! 
Here Ceres ſpread her fruits with laviſh hand, 
And Bacchus laughing waited our command. 
Hence pleas'd and ſatisfy'd we take our road, 
And ſometimes laugh and talk, but oftner nod, 
Vet this ſoft indolence not long we kept, 
But wak'd to fee where others faſter ſlept 5 
2 Where Coke's remains beneath the marble rot, 
His caſes and diſtinctions all 1 forgot; 1 
His 
2 [North] . now a ſmall village, formerly the 
biſkop' s ſee, which is now at Norwich, W. | 
+ See Gay's “ Journey to en, Engliſh Poets, wal 
XLI. p. 163. N. 
} Tittleſhall, a village, in the cha of which is the 
e of the noble family of Coke, and a very p 
2 mare 
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nis body honour'd and to Fame conſign'd, 
For virtues flowing from th' immortal mind. | 
What would avail this ſumptuous maſs of ſtone, 
Were he not from his works for ever known? 
let the ſurvivors of ſuch great men's duſt, 
deer think to add to Virtue by a buſt; 
If falſe, poſterity will find the lve, 
ws without it, it will never die, 

2: through ſucceeding ages ſhine the ſame, 
0 1155 ſora Leiceſter catch a brighter flame. 
But farewell death, and tombs, and mouldering urns, 
Our eye with joy on neighb'ring Raynham ® turns; ; 
Vhere pleaſures undecaving ſeem to dwell, 
duch as the happy in Elyſium feel, 
here heroes, ſtateſmen, and the virtuous crowd 
Receive the great reward of being good. 
duch pleaſures ev'n on earth had heaven ordain 'd, 
For him who once our tottering ſtate ſuſtain'd; 
Ino join'd the glorious freedom-loving crew, 
Ad to great Cæſar what was Cæſar's due, 
ad then, dictator-like, to fields withdrew. 
ar ran the current of his age, ſerene 
is the pure lake that bounds the various ſcene. 
ere whate'er Nature beauteous boaſts we find, 
harming when ſeparate, but more charming join'd, 
leaſures, though chang'd, we meet where'er we rove, 
n hull, in dale, on plain, in thady grove; 


krble monument of the right hon. Sir Edward Coke, lord 

def juſtice of the King's Bench in the reign of wg 

mes I, and anceſtor to the lalt earl of Leiceſter. W. 

a 27 nham, the ſeat of lord viſcount Townthend, W. 
. Here 


Thrice happy boundary of a well-ſpent day; 


And ſplendid Welcome doubly crown'd our reſt, 


Where Walpole plac'd, with curious happy coſt, 
Whate'er magnificence or taſte can boaſt, _ 

Where, in what building nobleſt has, we find 
Preſerv'd, what painting livcheſt e er debgn'd. 


Such as old Phidias taught and Ryſbrack knows; 
While round his limbs the poifonous ſerpents wreatle, 


| Life ſtruggling ſeems through every limb to paſs, 
And dying torments ammare the braſs. 


| Frown on the wretch who kneels before her Lord, 


1640. W. 
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Here (well the hillocks crown'd with golden grain, 
There, at their feet, fair flows the liquid plain, 
O'er thoſe the larks extend their labour'd note, 
On this the ſwans in ſnowy grandeur float, 
To Houghton then we rake our pleafing way, 


Here cheartul Plenty met the weatied gueſt, 
Thou then, Apollo, aid the poet's lay, 
Thy beams gave luſtre to the following day ; 


When in one houſe more beauties join'd we found, 
Than c'er thou ſeeſt in all thy glorious round 


See ! Sculpture roo her beauties here diſcloſe, 


Laocoon ® here in pain ſtill ſeems to breathe, 


The pencil's. power the proud ſaloon diſplays, 
And truck with wonder on the paint we gaze. 
See ! the proud Rabbins +, at the ſumptvous board, 


Tue ſtatue of Laocoon in bronze by Girardon, W. 
+ The picture of Mary Magdalen wathing Chriſt's feet 
by Sir Peter Paul Rubens, born at Antwerp 1577» and die 


Ar 
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And the rich unguent, in devotion meet, 
Pours, mix'd with tears, on her Redeemer's feet. 
la vain with þypoeritic rage they glow, | 
While mercy ſinooths the heavenly ſtranger's brow ; ; 
He the true penitent with eaſe deſcries, 
dees the heart ſpeaking in the melting eyes, 
Bids every tear with full effect to ſtream, 
And from his vengeance all her {ins redeem. 

On the next clath * behold Van Dyck diſplay 


Celeſtial inngeence, immortal day: 


His pencil here no more with nature vies, 

Above her plaſtic power his genius flies; 

Soars on Promethean wing aloft, and there 

deals forms which heaven- born cherubs only v wear; 
Pours airs divine into the human frame, 

Darts through his children's eyes ſeraphic flame, 
White o'er the ſacred forms fuch beauties reign, 

As not belie the ſaint- hood they contain +. 

Behold 1 where Stephen g fainting yields his breath, 
By great Le Sueur again condemn'd to death; 
Wich firange ſurpriſe we view the horrid deed, 

And then, to pity melted, turn the head, 


* The Holy Femily, with a dance of Angels, by Sir An- 
tony Van Dyck, a ſcholar of Rubens, b born at Antwerp 1599, 
ad died x6gr., W. | | 

+ Theſe are melancholy mementos, when we reflect that 
ll theſe noble remains, to vs now dead and buried in Ruſma, 
ire as much loſt to the Englith in general as if they had been 
* by Phid:as, and painted by Apelles. D. | 

+ The toning of St. Stephen, by Euſtache Le Sueur, yore | 
at Par; 5 1677, and died 1655. W. 
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Leſt, as ſpectators of the martyr's fall, 

We innocently ſhare the crime of Saul. 

Here too Albani's ® pencil charms the eye; 

Morellio here unfolds the azure ſky, 

Sweet modeſt charms the Virgin's + cheek adorn, 

To Heaven on wings of ſmiling ſeraphs borne. 
The next gay room is known by Carlo's 4 + name, 

Fair mauſoleum of Maratti's fame 

Such ſtrokes, ſuch equal charms, each picture boaſts, 

We venture not to ſay which pleaſes moſt. 

Thus on the galaxy with joy we gaze, 

Nor know which ſtar emits the brighteſt rays. 

Yet it bevoad himſelt he ever flew, 

It &er hevond a mortal's touch he drew, 

Amidſt the glow that trom that purple breaks, 

Look on yon Pope l, nor wonder if he ſpeaks. 

With length of davs and fame Matatt bleſt, 

Ne'er wept departed genius from his breaſt; 

Bur, when juſt drooping, hiking to the ground, 

Spread ſportive Lowes & and laughing Cherubs round; 


> John bapt! ſing Chulſt, by Francis e wie diet 
1660. W. | 

1 An aſſumpt om of the Virgin Mary, by Morellio. W. 

+ The greea-velvet drawing-room is called the Cari 

| aaa room, from being filled with pictures by tat malte 

and his ſcholars. W. | | 

Carlo Maraiti was born at Rome, 1625; was a ſcholar 

Andrea Sacchi; and died 1713. W. : 

A portrait of Clement IX. W. 


$ He painted the Judgment of Paris, in this room, whe 
he was 83. W. 
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Er'n Death, approaching, ſmil'd, and made a ſtand, 
And gently ſtole the pencil from his hand. 

Thus falls the ſun, and, as he fades away, 
Cilds all th' horizon with a parting ray. 
Next on the gorgeous Cabinet we gaze, 
Which the full elegance of paint dilplays 3 
Iz fNrong expreſſions of each maſter's mind, 
The various beauties of this art we find; 
Here vaſt invention, there the juſt deſign, 
Here the hold ſtroke, and there the perfect line; 
With caſe unequall'd here the drawing flows, 
And there inimitable colour glows. 
With ſammer here the cloth Baſſano “ warms, 
There locks the world in winter's hoary arms, 
On the warm view we look with pleas'd amaze, 
Then turn to froſt, and ſhudder as we gaze. 
Muth unreſtrain'd in ruſtics humble cells 
On chearful Teniers' laughing canvas dwells, 
Nor ever are his warm expreſſions aint, 
Bar laughing we enjoy the comic paint; 
Tal ſcenes more horrid break upon our eye, 
ict; of Borgognone's too cruel joy. 
dong was his fancy, and his genius good, 
but, bred in camps, he mix'd his tiats in blood; 
iternate bore the pencil and the ſword, 
und the fame hands that fought, the fight record. 


* The Baſſans, father and ſons, were very eminent land- 
pe painters about the middle and towards the end of the 
tenth century, W. | 3 IP 

| ; O 2 . But 
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But lo! and let the pious tear be ſhed, 

On the ſad cloth “ the world's great Maſter dead. 
The mother ſee! in grief amazing drown'd, 

And forrow more than mortal ſpread around. 
What ſtriking attitudes! what ſtrong relief 
e ſee, we wonder at, we feel the grief. 

Who could ſuch power of ſpeaking paint employ ? 
Own, Parma, own thy darling for with joy z 
Still to his memory freſh trophies rear, 

Whole life inſatiate war + itlelf could ſpare. 

No arms he needed 'mid(t the fatal ſtrife, 

| Bur to his potent pencil ow'd his life, 
The wondering ſoldier dropp'd the lifted ſeo, 
Nor ſtain'd thoſe hands he only not adotr'd. 

Now , as /Eneas in the Stvgian glades 
Wondering beheld departed heroes ſhades, 
Amidſt the forms of worthies dead we range, 
Ny eterniſing paint preſerv'd from change. 5 

Here law and learning dwell in Wandestord's face, 

While valiant Whartons ſhine with martial grace; 
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* Chriſt laid in the ſepulchre, by Parmegiano. W. 
+ Francis Mazzuoli, commonly called Parmegiano, wi 
born 1504, and died 1 540. There is a ſtory of this maſt 
at the taking of Parma, like that of Archimedes, and alfo | 
that of Protogenes, at the taking of Rhodes, white he wi 
pa! inting his famous lalyſus. W. 

1 In the yellow drawing- room are portraits, by v an Dye 0 
X lord chief baron Wandesford, lord and lady Whart: 
their daughters, archbiſhop Laud, king, Charles the firit 2 


his queen. The portrait of the earl of Dan by now hang: 
the great partour, 9 a 
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lan the foft females of the race declare 
r at theie no braver were than thoſe were fair 3 
la garter'd glory dreſt here Danby ſtands, 
And Laud with air imperious fill commands. 
The next great form“ with melancholy cye, 
And neee \ . _ to bgh. 


. in his e 0 ie | lin ie ng : 
Too much miſled to leave his honour clear, 
Too wretched not to claim a generous tear! 
A wre:tch to Virtue 's ſtill a ſacred thing! 
How much more facred then, a murder'd king 
But be our wrath, as it deſerves, applied 
To his two guides, Hill cloſeſt to his fide, 
Laud and the Queen, whote fatal conduct ſhew, | 
| Wat bigot zeal and headfirong pride could do. 
But fee where Kneller + now our eye commands 
To pi*tur'd kings, familiar to lus hands, 
kings to ſupport a freebora people made, 
dings who but rul'd to blefs the lands they ſway'd; 
dovereigns, whole inopprefiive power has ſhown, 
Freedom and monarchy, well-join'd, are one. 

dee mighty William's r tierce determin'd eye, 
Ficedom to ſave, or in her cauſe to die; 
As when on Boyne's important banks he ſtool, 
And as his deeds ſurpris'd the ſwelling flood, 


Charles the firſt. W. 
+: Sir Godfrey Kneller. W. | 
* King William the third on horſeback. W. 3 
O3 i TT 
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All torn and mangled, falſe Religion fled, 
And cruſh'd Oppreſſion ſnarl'd beneath his tread. 
Next in the ſteady lines of Brunſwick" "hy Ty 
Majeſtic manly honeſty we trace; 
Pleas'd, as on Sarum's plain, with glad accord, 
When willing thouſands hail'd their new-come lord, 
And (far beyond a tyrant's baneful glee) 
The king rejoic'd to find his people free. 
Good prince, whoſe age forfook thy native land, 
To bleſs our Albion with thy mild command, 
Long may this ſacred form of thee remain, 
ere plac'd by him whoſe counſels bleſs'd thy reign! 
And ever may his ſons with joy relate, 
That he as faithful was as thou wert great 
. Bur now, my Muſe, to ſoberer pomp deſcend, 
And to the cool arcade my ſteps attend. | 
Here, when the ſummer-fſan ſpreads round his ray, 
Beneath the bending arch young Zephyrs play, 
And, when it farther from our orb retires, 
Old Vulcan ſmiling lights his chearful fires. 
Hither the jolly hunter's crew refort, 
Talk o'cr the day, and re-enjoy their ſport. 
Here too, with brow unbent, and chearful air, 
The mighty ſtateſman oft forgot his care ; 
| Knew friendſhip's jovs, and ſtill attentive hung 

On Pelham, Edgecumbe, Devonſhire, or Yonge; 
In ſenates form'd or private life to pleaſe, 
8 here ſhar 'd his toil, and here partook his caſe. 


* George the firſt on x horſeback. WV. 


JOURNEY TO HOUGHTON. wy. 

Here be thy ſtar, my Muſe, though pleas'd, not long, 

Thy fiſter Pai nting claims again my ſong, | 

Where thron'd in ftate the goddeſs we N 

As the gay gallery opens on our eye. 

Here in her utmoſt pomp well- -pleas 'd ſhe reigns, 

Nor weeps her abſent Rome or Lombard plains ; 

Here the great maſter's genius ſtill ſarvives, 

Breathes in the paint, and on the canvas lives. 

Mhate'er in Nature's forming power is plac'd, 

Fair to the eve and luſcious to the taſte, 

|; by our cheated ſenſe with joy perceiv'd, 

Nor but by touching are we undeceiv'd. 

Pauſing, and loth to be convinc'd, we land, 

Left the fair fruit hould ſufter from our hand, 

Leſt the prels'd plum our ruder touch ſhould own, . 

Or ſwelling peach bewail its injur'd down; 

Leſs dare we to the fiſn or fowl draw near, 

Though tempting, ſtrongly guarded they appear; 
Frighted we ſcarce can brook the horrid looks 

Or dogs; and ſnarling cats, and ſwearing cooks *. 

What ſtrokes, what colours, Snyders could command! 

How great the power of Rubens' daring hand 

Immortal Rubens! whoſe capacious mind, 

0! th vaſt art to no one part confin'd, 

Perc'd, like the ſun's quick beam, all nature through, 

And whatſoe'er the goddeſs form'd he drew. 

See! Mola + next the Roman deeds diſplays, 

That bids our hearts be patriot as we gare. 


* The fonr markets, by Ruteas and Snyders. W. 
+ The ftories of Curtius and Cocles, * Mola, born 1609, | 
ied 1665. W., 
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Great ſhade of Pouſſin 1 from the Muſe receive 
All the renown a verſe, like hers, can give. 


Rival of Raphael! ſuch thy wondrous line, 
Tis next to his; and only not divine. 
Lend me a beam of your cternal light; 


Full on yon' picture throw the ſacred ray, 


| Outdo whate'er in war his arms had done! 
| See him riſe far beyond a ſoldier's fame, 


But hete is virtuous, bountiful, and good; 


| Feels all their force, yer gives them from his arms, 


| Such various motions to the human heart! 
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Here Julio's o wondrous buildings ſtill appear, 
And ſwelling domes ſtill ſeem to rife in air. 


Genius ſublime ! to reach thy ſoaring praiſe, = 
A Muſe like Maro's ſhould renew her lays ; 


Ve maids, employ'd in ſpotleſs Veſta's ſight, 


And high imperial chaſtity diſplay T7. 
See ! the great Roman, on his martial throne, 


And Atric's victor but a ſecond name! 
Valiant and great he trod the field of blood, 


Reſiſts the utmoſt power of female charms, 


And, lord of all the paſlions of his breaſt, 
Defcats cv'n Love, and makes his rival bleſt. 
Wonderful ſtrokes, that through the eye impart 


A piece of architefture, * hure Romano, | born 1492) 
died 1546. W. 

+ Here are the ſtories of Scipio's continence, and of Moſs 
Airiking the rock, by NIcolò e born 15945 and died 
1665, W. | 
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Through it a thouſand floating paſſions move, 
We pity, wonder, weep, rejoice, and love. 
The moral tale thus exquiſitely told, 
His colours now diviner truths untold ; 
At Horeb's rock ia facred awe we ſtand, 
And pencil'd miracles our faith command, 
The mighty law-giver his rod diſplays, 
And the tough flint his potent touch obeys ; 
Quick into ſtreams diſſolves the ſolid ſtone, 
And floats the waſte with waters not its own, 
ze there the ſhrivel'd cheek, or languid eye, 
| Swell into health, or lighten into joy; 
As eager crowding in the draught they join, 
Reviving thouſands blels the ſtroke divine. 
But thou, fair damſel, with diſtipguiſn'd worth, 
Emblem of filial picty, ſtand forth; 
Forgot her Gwn conſuming inward fire, 
Sic lifts untouch'd the veſſel to her fire; | 
With the cool draught his heaving breaſt relieves,. 
Aud, as the ſooths his pain, her own deceives. 
With ſcenes too fad Salvator * firives to pleaſe, 
dince what creates our wonder ſpoils our eaſe; 
We give the wretched prodigal a tear, 
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And wiſh his kind forgiving father near. 
As on Avernus' banks the heto ſtood, 
2» WY >car'd at the dreary darknets of the wood, 
7 Avery capital picture of the prodigal ſon on his knees 


100 WF at prayers amidſt the herd of ſwine, by Salvator Roſa, born + 
1014, and died 1673, Ww. 


Till 
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Till through the leaves fair ſhot th' auſpicious light, 
And with the branching gold reliev'd his fight ; 
So reſcued from the horrid ſcene we ſtand, 
By the ſweet effluence of Guido's hand. 
Soft to the fight his every colour flows, 
As to the ſcent the fragrance of the roſe. 
Pure beams of light around the virgin“ play, 
Clad in the brightneſs of celeſtial day; 
Be as they may the broils of fierce divines, 
Pure and unſpotted here at leaſt ſhe ſhines, 
Thee too, Lorraint, the well-pleas'd Muſe mould r: name 
Nor e'er forget Domenichini's ! fame, 
But ſudden ſorrow ſtops the flowing line. 
And not one ſinile is found among the nine. 
Behold where all the charms {| that Heaven could gire, 
Blended in one ſweet form ſtill ſeem to live; 
Then tink to tears, nor ſtop the burſting groan, 
When thou art told that all thofe charms are gone. 
Relentleſs Death, ſtill forcing to the grave 
The good, the fair, the v.rtuous, and the brave, 
Here the whole malice of his power put on, 
= And aim'd a Cart that flew them all in one. 


* The famous. picture, by Guido, of the doors of the 

church diſputlag on the immaculate conception, Grid? 
Reni, born 1575, and died 1642. W. 

+ Claud. Gille of Lorrain, born 1600, and died 1682 W. 

+ Domenico Zampieri, commonly called Domenichiiy 

Som 1561, and died 1641. W. 

See the note in r. 203. N. 
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JOURNEY TO HOUGHTON. 20; 


How fair, how good, how virtuous was the dame, 
4 thouſand hearts in anguiſh ſtill proclaim, = 
How brave her ſoul, againſt all fear how tried, 

Sad fatal proof ſhe gave us when ſhe died “. 


Thou then, my friend, no farther verſe demand, 


Fall ſwells my breaſt, and trembling ſhakes my hand ; 
And theſe ſad lines conclude my mournful lay, 
dace we too once mult fall to Death a prey, 
Mar we like Walpole meet the fatal day! 


* The portrait of Catharine Shorter, firſt wife to Sir 


Robert Walpole. — The character on her beautiful tomb in 
Wellminſter Abbey deſerves to be perpetuated; 


To the memory of Catharine Lady Walpole, eldeſt Cache 


of John Shorter, efq; of Rybrook in Kent, and firſt 
wife to Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards earl of 
Ortord, 
Horace, her yeunges: ſon, conſecrates this monument. 
She had beauty and wit without vice or vanity, 
and cultivated the arts without affectation. 
She was devout, without bigotry to any lect, 
and was without prejudice to any party, 
Though the wife of a miniſter, whoſe power the eſteemed, 
but when ſhe could employ it to benefit the miſerable, 
or to reward the meritorious, 
She loved a private life, 
Though born to ſhine in public, and was an 
ornament to courts, RI. 
untainted by them. 
She died Aug. 20, 1737.“ 
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GUN, with light peculiar ſhining, 
| Uſher in the {miling morn, 
Round thy head thy glories twining, 
Bid th' auſpicious day be born; 
Bid the Hours with nimblett paces 
Free and frolic to advance, 
And bid Venus lend her graces 
Tripping at thy wheels to dance. 


Think how ſwift, when once a lover, 

; Skimming o'er the plaias vou flew, 

When the charming cruel rover 

Bade a God in vain purſues. 

Think how deeply vou were wounded, 

When vou ftretch'd your eager arms, 

And a lifeleſs trunk ſurrounded | 
For your Daphae's ſprightle charms. 


Zy the pains with which you lJanguiſh'd, 
By the joys you then detar'd, | 
By the youth's impatient anguiſh 
Keen with expectation fir'd ; 
Swiftly ſpeed the Heavens over, 
ut that happy minute reſt, 
When you fee a luckier lover 


By a faiter Daphne bleſt. 
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0D E TO STR ROBERT WALPOLE, 
ON HIS CEASING. To BE MINISTER. 
FEBRUARY 6, 1741. | 
IN IMITATION OF HOR ACE, BOOK 111. ODE 111. 


bY SIR WILLIAM BROWNE ®, KNT. M. D. F. R. NY 
FROM WHALEY'S COLLECTION. 


H E Minifter that's brare and juſt, 
True to his King's and Country S truſt, 
Defies the tyrant Faction; 
Howe'er its many heads may ſtare, 
Grown dreadful with a Gorgon air 
Ot genefal diltraCtion. 
Not t'neatening Barnard +, who commands 
The reſtleſs city's furious bands, 
Aid brandithes her dagger ; 
Not thundering Polteney t, though he awes 
The Senate to deſert his cauſe; 
His ſteady ſoul can ſtagger. 


- vg 


Th' impending ſtorm, that louder grows 

From ſhrinking friends and ſwelling focs, 
Intrepidiy he faces: 

Untouch'd with guilt, he knows no E. 


Aud only greater yet appears, 
Diy elied of his places, 


* Firft ſertled at Lynn in Norfolk, and afterwards in 
[Q--n-tquare, London, where he died March 10, 1774, aged 
d. See an Imitation of this Ode by Mr. Foton: vol. IV. p. 

3% and another by Mr. Walth (not Fenton), p. 43. P. 

+ Sir John Barnard, then lord mayor. N. 1 

? Pail of Bath. N. Thus 
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Thus Somers, for great ſervice done, 
Thus Marlborough, for realms o'er-run, 
Were by their country tre-ted; 
Who now quaff Nectar's flowing tide, 

With juſt Godolphin by their lace, 
Celeſtially ſeated. | 


Thus our great founder William ook 
By oppoſition of his foes, 
To his immortal glory: | RL 
Thus our brave George advanc'd to fame, 
And ſtill ſhall have Old Steady? s name 


In everlaſting Rory. 


_ George thus addrefs'd his brother Gods, 
Aſſembled in their bleſt abodes, 
And Britain's fate debating: 

Long have the Stuarts ceas'd to reign, 
Since James's Prieſts and foreign Queen 
Drove on his abdicating. 

« Soon as he from the Church withdrew 
8 Hi: grace, by folemn promiſe due, 
And broke all limitation, 
His forfeit crown, by juſt decree, 
Was doom'd to William and to me, 
To ſave a ſink ing nation. 
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„ The Bigot King ſhall now no more 

Hold commerce with Rome's ſcarlet Whore, 
And back her ſuperſtition; 

No more ſhall Stuart's perjur'd houſe 

| Britain's credulity abuſe, 


While plotting her perdition. 
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ODE TO SIR R. WALPOLE. 207 

« But foes, ſubdued, my pity meet, | 
William's fam'd Boyne gave one defeat, 
And my Dunblain another: _ 
My coward Couſin now I own, _ 
Since Scotland proves him James's ſon, 

Whorver was his mother, | 


« Nay, frauds forgotren, I 'm content 
He ſhould be rank'd in right deſcent : 
Let but the Britiſh ocean 
Still roar between his ſons and mine, 
Aud let the royal exiles rcign, 
Where they can ſind promotion. 


« Since Ty ranny has met its fate, 
And Liberty in church and ſtate 

Now iriumphs ofer its ruin; 

Britain ſhall ſtand moſt truly great, 
And ſee her foes bow at her feet, 
For peace moſt humbly ſuing. 

« Her fleets ſhall all around proclaim 
To diſtant ſhores her dreaded name, 
In peals of Britiſh thunder: 

Croſs from the Old World to the New, 

| Their fails ſhall fly, her fame purſue, 
And fill both worlds with wonder. 


Nor ſhall ſhe ſeek for golden mines, 
That baſe alloy to grand deſigns, 
That ſtain to the victorious! 
Should heroes, after aCtions bold, 
Turn miſers, and now thirſt for gold, 
How mult they tall inglogvus } Tr 
85 e No 
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No bounds ſhall check her NY anne, 
Whenever a juſt cauſe alarms, 

And wrongs are to be righted: 
Nor ſcorching ſuns, nor freezing Piber 
Shall bar my Britons? daring fouls, 
When once to war excited. _ 


« But theſe great things that I relate 
Can onlv be her glorious fate, 

On this expreſs condition: 
That with falſe zeal no more ſhe burns, 
No more to Stuart's race returns, 

And papal impoſition. 
% To raiſe again that hated line, 
Should c'er a factious people jom, 
Grown mad with too much freedom; 
Again my Powers ſhall take the field, 
Again the coward Chiefs ſhall yield, 
And {word or axe ſhall bleed em. 


„% Thrice ſhould Rebellion rear her head, 
With front of braſs, but heart of lead, 
Still bent upon reſtoring; 
Before my ſons thrice ſhall ſhe fly, 
Thrice at their feet in vain ſhall lie, 
Wives for their lords imploring.” 
But whither would my Muſe aſpire ? 
Forbear to tune the merry lyre 
To themes paſt thy attaining: 
For to attempt, in humble Odes, 
A The adds of Heroes, ſpeech of Oude 


At beſt is but profaning. mM - 
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Along the verdant road, 

Moving in ſprightly pomp were ſeen 
To take two belles abroad. 
The one, good-natur'd Hymen's care, 

Late ſtole from Dian's grove, 
Tother, though as her fiſter fair, 

Yet knew not wedded love. 
Serene and gay they roll'd along, 
Like goddeſſes at eaſe, 

The ſoftly flowing ſtreams among, 

And gently waving trees. 


| This, from whoe'er ſhould meet ber eyes, 


Her future empire plann'd; _ 
That ſmil'd, content to boaſt the prize 
She had already gain'd. 


But oli! how ſoon the faireſt ſcheme, 
Or beſt-form'd hope, is croſt! 

Dehold them at the park's extreme 

Sropp'd ſhort. — The key was loſt. 

With rage, till then unknown, iallam d, 

And vex'd, the matron- fair 

Her ever- nad tootmen blamd, 

Her keeper's over-Care : 
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Thus when Caſſandra rag'd around 
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While the ſad maid, in filent guiſe, 


Wich gently-fabbing breaſt, 


And big full overflowing eyes, 


Her ſoberer grief expreſt. 


Thus when the Ny fierce lightnings read, 


And thunders ſhake the plain, 


The ſorrowful foft clouds deſcend 


In copious ſhowers of rain. 


And curs'd the faes of Troy, 
In beauteous ſorrow on the ground 
Sate Helen weeping by. 


At length cool Reaſon Paſſion ſway ** 


And the reflecting dame, 


Smiling, addreſs'd the weeping maid, 


Dear girl, we 're both to blame. 
Why ſhould we fret, though thus copfin'd d 
The proſpects round we ſee, 
Sure more ſhould pleaſe a thinking * 
Than ſcandal - raiſing tea. 


Here then, beneath theſe verdant walk, 
At leiſute let us roam, 


Till the returning evening calls 
To eaſe and joy at home.” 


_ « Of your philoſophy, my dear, 


| Quoth ſhe, I give you joy; 
And were content — if like you there 
My time I could cinploy.” 
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OWEET Solitude, that ev'n Deſpair canſt charm, 
And of their force their ſharpeſt ills diſarm, 
Oh! eaſe awhnle the anguiſh I endure. 

e Zephvrs, ſtill more gently whiſpering blow; 

Je Streams, with ſtill a ſofter murmuring flow; 

And try at-leaft to ſooth what nought can cure. 


e Nightingales, whoſe melancholy ſong 

ls on with pleaſing ſadneſs all night long, 

Lend me your notes to tell what I endure. 

le Zephyrs, ſtill more gently whiſpering blow; 

le Streams, with ſtill a ſofter murmuring flow; 
And try at leaſt to ſooth what nought can cure. 
ad thou, cold Maid, if the dull winds, that bear 
dying ſighs, convey them to thine ear, 

peaking the killing torments I endure; _ 
nay, though hopes of love from thee are vain, | 


z thou canſt pity an expiring Swain, 
Ad ſooth at leaſt the wounds you will not cure. 


0RACE, B. Iv. ODE III. BY THE SAME. 


2X 
THE) youth- on whom Chloe deigns ſmile, 
And caſt the warm beams of her cy es. 
Shall never leave Britain's fair iſle, 
Nor aim at the warrior's prize, 
Oſtend ſhall not ſee the fond boy, 
Amidſt the brave troops as they land, 
ler ſons loudly ſhouting for joy, 
At Britons advance on the ſtrand. 
P 2 | But 
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But Vaga's ſoft murmuring ſtream, 
And each verdant hill-and grove, ek 
Shall give the fond youth all his fame, 
As he warbles out mulſick and love. 
And lo! the beaux fluttering throng, 
Bedaub'd all with powder and lace, 
While Chloe attends ta my long. Lows 
Withdraw, and with bluſhes give place. 
Apollo, as in the fam'd ring, 
And the Muſes ,are all in her ey es; 5 
Mute fiſh, if the bids them, would ſing 
As ſweet as the ſwan when ſhe dies. 
How I ventur'd to ing, and could pleaſe 
By ſinging, if Cer 'tis enquar'd, 
The queſtion is anſwer'd with eaſe, 
She bade me, and-I IS” 
1743 | 


ON THE T F MB OF LAURA 
FROM SANNAZARIUS. BY MR. WHALEY, 


Hep heavenly beings been with tears ſupply'd, 
The Gods themſelves had wept when Laura 255 

Vet, what they can, ſee! Love and Venus ſhow, 

| She quench'd her torches, and he broke his bow; 

Though Gods and Men at thy ſad fate repine, 

Nor Gods, nor Men, my life, feel grief like mine. 

Bleſt ſouls ! that with thee to the ſhades repair, 

8 nn $ doubly ſo, now thou art cher. 


Fay 1. 
To * . 


ox THE BIRTH=DAY OF HER HUSBAND, 1740. 


BY. M R. WHALEY, 
A WAKE, fair bride, to this returning morn, 


But double let his ſalutations be, 

Since to his birth he owes the bliſs of . 5 

Long may this be the ſubject of the Nine, 

Nor other day with equal glory ſhine, 

That one except which gave his hand to thine ! 

Ever with white may theſe diſtin& appear, 

The faireſt children of the rolling year 

Shine, Venus, ſhine on theſe profuſely gay, 

Erer on theſe, Lucina, ſhed thy ray; 

Sorrow and pain be ever from the fair, 

And Love, bleſt bridegroom, Love be all thy care. 

Joys which they fancy'd-ne'er could be excell'd, . 

ddill, ſtill with ſtreams of purer joys be ſwell'd. 

As the fair rolling moons their influence ſhed, 

To bleſs the labours of the nuptial bed, 

Lend them, ye Powers above, a gracious ear, 

And hear and grant a-Friend's and Poct's prayer. 

| As the immenſe benevolence of Heaven 

n vive my friend what yet it has not given, 

s the excels of joy that fils his breaſt, 

in by ſome. choſen gift be ſtill increas'd, 

= that beauty, youth, and wealth, can give, 
vill double luſtre from an heir receive; 

deny not, Heaven, this deareſt, laſt, beſt boon, . 

uu with the parent's virtues ſend a ſon.“ 


"And hail the day on which thy lord was born; "TT 
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os BY MR. WHALEY, | 
on THE BIRTHDAY or WO FRIEND 


In IMITATION. or MARTIAL 


Buoar morning: ſtar, re viſit earth, 
Nor give our joy delay, 
Sacred to virtuous Friendſhip's birth, 
Bright ſtar, bring on the day. 
Each nymph, each ſwain the day requires, 
Cecme on, nor let us dem 
Thou borrow'ſt, to brivig on hy fires, 
Bootes lazy team. 
When well thou know'ſt thou may'f command 
_ The ſwift Ledzan horſe, : 
by | Polluxto thee would pleas'd deſcend, 
6 And Caſtor urge thy courſe : 
And wiſhing, void the boon of Jove, 
Own theſe more wiſdom ſhow, 
Who live, nor envy joys above, 
Unparted friends below. 
Come then, nor ſtop the eager Sun, 
His fretting courſers neigh, 
And bright Aurora's bluſh is on, 
To uſher in the day. 
Nor Cynthia, nor night's ſtars will fade, 
But, long ere they retire, » 
The happieſt pair e'er Friendſhip-made, : 
To ſhine on and admire, 


Let them then . — with all his light 
Be Phoebus far away, | oo” 
In Cynthia's and in Nature's "ag | 


Our joy wall make the _ 


$0 NG 1 R. D. *5% 
BY MR. WHALEY, 5 


HO has breath'd Heliconian air, 
Or louer'd on Pindus's ſide, 

Oires to the wild winds all his care, 

His grief to the full- flowing tide. 


While his Muſe and his Verſe are his own, 
Alike inattentive he hears 
Elizabeth “ mounting a throne, 
Or Auſtria f finking with fears. 


Then, Pheebus, ſend down from thy eu 
Sweet Clio, and thence let her bring 

A ſong that would ſuit thy own lyre, 
For ſuch only Varus could fing. 


To war if he tunes his loud voice, 
Alcæus ſhall pay him with ſmiles ; 
Nor leſs ſhall ſoft Sappho rejoice, 

Ot tears when the nymphs he beguiles. 


Not envy him, though her pleas d ear | 
His charmer doth ever incline, 
But own, though his Daphne's as fair, 
She 's kinder and wiſer than thine. 


® The Czarina. D. + Queen of Hungary, "nl 
P 4 0 N 


_ MISCELLANY POEMS, 


ox READING LORD BACON'S FLATTERY 
ro KING JAMES THE FIRST. 
B Y * R. w H A L E I. 


7E, to whom Heaven i imparts its ſpecial fires, 
Whoſe breaſts the. wondrous quickening beam 
inſpires, 
That ſheds ſtrong Eloguence' $ melting rays, 
Or ſcatters forth the bright poetic blaze 
Look here and learn, thoſe gifts how low and light, 
If conſcious Dignity not guides their flight, 
How mean, when human Pride their ſervice claims, 
And Bacon condeſcends to flatter James . 


EPIT APH on CHARLES V 


EMPEROR 'Þ 2 GERMANY. 
HOW THE FRENCH. BY THE SAME. 


T* laſt proud Auſtrian's * the eye ſurveys, 
Too many for his honout were his e 
For his unhappy family too few, 
While his falſe object was an heir in view. 

His wiſdom to his wretched child “ has left, 
(Of wealth, of power, of crown, at once bereft) 
A doubtful kingdom, yet by war annoy'd, _ 

And counſellors ſuch as himſelf employ dz 
And, to ſupport proud titles, vainly told, 
Nothing ſhe wants but fortune, friends, and gold. 


* Queen, of Hungary, D. 


IN PRAISE or WATER 
BY. MR. WHALEY, 276 


ERISH thin Bacchus and his darling vine, 
And, bold Lycurgus, let thy taſk be mine, 
And freely I'll the Godhead's wrath endure, 
Whatever wounds he gives my theme can cure; 
And arm'd with Water I'll matntain the field, 
'Gainſt him who made the earth-born grants . 
For ſure Apollo will my caufe avow, 
Who taught Caſtalia's temperate fount to flow, 
Who only drinks of Aganippe's ſtream, e 
That knows no warmth but from his own pure beam. 
Hail then, ye limpid ſtreams, that ſweetly pid: | 
Daughters of Pinſley's ever-flowing ride, 
But from your fire in happy error ſpeed, 
Pleas'd to be loſt in Kingſland's * verdant mead; 
With you for fame while Mincio vainly ſtrives, 
Since Maro's dead, but tuneful Gallus lives: 
And, as you ſweetly murmuring glide along, | 
Repays each murmur with a ſweeter ſong ; 
Nor is the price beyond the gifts you bring, 
Though ſweet as Orpheus“ felf he tunes the ſtring ; 
Soft pleaſures ſport along the ſhores vou lave, 
And health comes rolling on in every wave. 

Let golden Tagus boaſt his flowing wealth: 
Baſe droſs, what art thou, when compar'd with health? 
Let him too boaſt the vines that round him ſtand, 
And with their cluſters redden all the land, 

® In Hereſordſhire. D. 
_ Bleſs 
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2:8 MISCELLANY POEMS 

| Bleſs the near influence of the mid-day ſtar, 
And think the grape infpires his ſons to war. | 

Vain boaſt! for ſtrangers would his vintage flow, 
And for proud Spain his purple hatveſts grow, 
Did not the temperate North its fuccour lend, 

And Britain's watery fons his realms defend, _ 

Miſtaken Bards of old in vain pretend, 

That drunken Bacchus was to Mars a friend ; 

True courage needs no ad{cititious charm, 

Be the head cooleſt when the heart's moſt warm. 

No drunken hero e'er maintain'd his ground, 
Twas Water kept Achilles free from wound; 

By that inſpir'd, the naked Spartan ſtood, 

And made a ſecond bath of hoſtile blood. 

As vainly do their legends ftrive to prove 

That Bacchus is a powerful friend to Love. 

What ſhould endear the ſwain to Venus' arms, 

Zut that fair element which gave her charms? 

How gain'd the rugged Mars the temperate Dame, 

But that from Thrace the temperate Godhead came ? 

And who e'er Bacchus for a lover took, 

But one poor girl + whom all the world forſook ? 

Then to th' inſpiring ſtreams, ye ſwains, retire ; ? 
'Tis Water gives the active youth deſire, f 
And, cool irſelf, gives Nees all their fire. . 


L Theſe verſes were made EYE Sir John Norris * with 
the Engliſh fleet before Liſbon, W. We 
9 Ariadne. D. 


ON 


| wn F 


N A YOUNG LADY WORKING emit SILK 


ON A WHITE SATTIN GROUND. 
SE! MR WHALEY. 


| JP Winter $ icy cite lies Nature bound, 

I And one cold whiteneſs covers all the ground, 

'Till the gay Spring, on Zephyrs borne, is feen, 

And the whole field is deck'd in ſprightly green; 

| But where ſome ſhow-drops glittering fall remain, 

Heightentng the luſtre of the verdant plain. 

| And lo! how Nature is by Art expreſt, 
That ſilk, erſt white and ſmooth as Lucy's breaft, 
Now ſtretch'd beneath her animating hand, 

Breaks into flowers, and ſprouts at her command, 

And, delicately verdant, charms the fight, 

But where 3 0 it, ſhines more white. 


MR. WHALEY To. A. YOUNG: LADY; 


n PAINTS VERY WELL, BUT ALWAYS DRAWS: 


| HER OWN SEX. TO DISADVANTAGE. 


| J*GENIOU S Fair, in whole well-mingled dyes. 
Reflected charms delight our raviſh'd eyes; 

| On whoſe ſoft pencil every beauty waits, 

That Natute boaſts, or happy Art creates: 

day, when thy fancy prompts thee to dif lay 

| The blooming flowers that deck the youthful May, 


seek 
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as MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Seek you not all that colours can ſupply 


To cheat our. ſenſes, and delude our eye, 


Strives not your every ſtroke with anxious pain, 
The whiteneſs of the lily to retain? 
Blot you not out the ill-united ſhades, _ 
If but one tulip on your canvas fades? 
And ſwells not with a conſcious joy your breaſt, | 
If in the happy glowing tints thou ſeeſt | . 
The downy bluſhes of the roſe inereaſt > Fe 
Whence ſtrive you then, to hurt your own fair kind! 
Hou came your injuries to them confin'd? 
Whence dares your pencil offer to diſgrace 
Such looks as well might hint an Angel's face? 
What. ſecret paſſion aids thy touch with ſpite | 
To darken Chloe's brown, or taint Clarinda's white! > 
Say, is it Envy guides thy faithleſs line? 
Can meagre Envy dwell in breaſts like thine ? | 
With trembling doſt thou Czlia's features trace, 
Or fear that Mira's ſmiles ſhould thine diſgrace ? : 
Thy own fair ſelf, miſtaken charmer, view, 
Learn thy own power, and let thy paint be true, 
With kindly care thy happieſt colours blend, 
And ſtrive what Nature faireſt forms to mend: 
From Chloe's eye bid keener lightnings flow ; 
Teach Cælia's cheeks with ſofter red to glow: 
Still, till, bright nymph, unrival'd ſhalt thou ſhine 
Thy paint is charming, but thy form divine. : 


02> 


TO ＋ n E S AM K. 
BY MR. WHALEY. 


| wu {ſome new-rifing Beanty fills 
5 With jealouſy the virgin train, 
Detraction vents the inbred ſpleen, | 
And whiſpers eaſe the rival's pain. 

Not Mira ſo; with cruel ſkill _ 

| She calls the pencil to her aid; 
Defames the Fair in effigy, 

And libels with ſatyric ſhade. 


Unable thus, with dazzled eyes 
To bear the Sun' s meridian beam, 


With pride the gazing ſwain defies 
| His fainter image in the ſtream. 


Beneath her figurative hand, 

Chloe's all-matchleſs beauties die, 

And faintly languiſh, at her ſtroke, 

The little loves in Cælia's eye. 

As criticks o'er ſome ancient page, 
Injurious ſhe to Beauty's worth, 

O'erlooks each bright diviner grace, 
And calls each imperfection Forth 


Wich pity and with anger mov'd, 
The partial likeneſs-we deplore, 
And with the picture we ſurvey 


Or leſs reſemblance Rad, 6 or- more. 
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But ceaſe, fond nymph, and aſk thy heart 


Tf that ſuch injuries could brook, 


Should e'er thy beauteous ſelf be ſhown. 


| Leſs killing by a ſingle look? 


Should thy falſe maid'or ilbred olafe, a 


One dimple or one ſmile bely, 


Say, would not Betty ſtrait be chid, 


Thy mirrour thrown in anger * 


Be then to every rivat juſt, 


And ſince thy lips diſdain to wrong, 


Let not thy gentle hand revile, 


Bur learn a virtue from thy tongue. 


/*Twere nobler for each rival face 
Wich more than native charms to crown, 
Thy utmoſt art can ne'er pourtray 


To THE SAME LADY. 


A form more lovely chan 0 on. 


BY MR. WHALEY. 


J* vain, fair nymph, thy pencil would. diſgrace | E\ 
The 


bloom of Cælia's, or Clarinda's face; 


Againſt thy will thau charm'ſt our raviſh'd eyes, 
And what thy envy: prompts, thy ſkill.denies. 


By one judicious ſtroke inform'd, we gueſs 
Whoſe form inſpir'd the malice of the piece; 
Nor all thy leſſening colours can ſuggeſt 
Can force the ſweet idea from our breaſt, 
We. lee * tis ——— and forget the reſt, 


HORACE, 


t 


HORACE, BOOK nw. ODE VIII. 
IMITATED BY MR. WHALEY, 


4 golden niboll ſhould thy worth receive, 

The poliſh'd braſs, and marble buſt I 'd give. 

The great rewards to Grecian heroes known, 

Such as bold Therop gain'd, and Chromius won. 

If Phidias' powerful touch I could command, 

Or Zeuxis' pencil grac'd my forming hand. 
But thee the Muſes ſtronger power delights, = »y. 

Thy liſtening ear the flowing verſe invites, + . } 

That Pheebus prompts, or tuneful Pope indites. 

Me too the nymphs of Pindus' grotto's fire, 

Me, though the laſt of all their train, inſpire ; 

Their mighty laſting influence I know, 

Ant their immortaliſing power can ſhow. 

Not all that braſs, or ſtone, or paint, can give, 

By which again departed heroes live; 

Great Czſar's triumphs ftill expos'd to view, 

Scipio's fair laurels ſpringing ever new, 

Perpetuate not ſo ſure the warrior's praiſe, 

As the kind meed of Heliconian lays. 

Should not auſ picious verſe the memory guard 

Thy name, thy virtue, were without reward. _ 
The man whoſe worth the civic wreath has gain'd 

By lands from flavery freed, or laws maintain'd, 

The Muſe eſtabliſhes for e'er the ſame, 

Reſcues from Death, and conſcerates to Fame. 
Thus what th' ungrateful populace deny, 

The Muſe to Naſſau s virtue ſhall ſupply. 


Long 


24 MISCELLANY POEMS, 


Long ages hence in Prior's happy line, 

Namur ſhall blaze, and purple ftain the Boyne. 
Deſtructixe time may fink proud Blenheim's dome, 

And Woodſtock's pleafing bowers forget to bloom ; 

Vet nought ſhall Marlborougb's ſettled fame ſurvive, 

- The Maſey': by Baaliczes? ®* ſhall for ever live, 


IN N PUELLAM SEPT ENTRIONALEM. 
BY MR. 'WHALEY. 
4 Uanquam ſub gelidis fit Virgo trionibus orta, 
Delicias almi pectore veris habet. 1 


Infecit candore cutem nix ; cætera flamma, 
Phoœbe, vigent radios exuperante tuos. 


TRANSLATED. BY A FRIEND, 
. THOUGH. from the North the damſel ne, 
All ſpring i is in her breaſt; 


Her {kin is of the driven ſnow, 
But ſun- ſhine all the reſt. 


WON THE STATUE OF A REITER 
FROM, JOHANNES SECUNDUS. 


BY MR. WHALEY. 


1 friend, this meſſage to thy owner bear, 
That Myron ſtole me, and has fix d me here. 


Lord Lyttelton s excelent” poem winder that tale i5 
printed i in the Englith Poets, vol, LVI. p. 19. N. 


4 FüR THESEVS 


L 


THESEUS AND ARTADN E. 


B'Y MR WHALEY. 
ARGUMENT. 


Ing while knew not his father; till travelling into At- 
wen, he by great fortune there diſcovered him. But ſoon 
| alter, out of a principle of honour, he left the Athenian 
court to go to Crete, on à dangerous expedition, Minos 
was king of that place, whoſe daughter Ariadne at firſt 
hoht fell unhappily in love with the beautiful firanger ; 
and afhfted him in killing the Minotaur, a monſter that 
was incloſed in the middle of a large labyrinth. It ſeems 
ſhe preſented him with a clue of thread, by which, after 


the conqueſt of the beaft, he guided his ſteps back throvgh 


the many wind:ngs of the grove. After this fignal ſer- 
vice, he promiſed to carry her with him to Athens; but 
in his paſſage home leſt her on a deſert ifland called Dia. 


She pravs all the Gods to avenge her; which they do, by 


making Theſeus, when he comes within fight of Attica, 
forget to give the appointed fignal of ſucceſs at a diſtance, 
by which means ZEgeus, thinking his ſon dead, threw him- 
{elf into the ſea, and periſhed. Ariadne was afterwards 


carried into Heaven by Bacchus, and made a conſtellation. 


\ 7 HERE che rude waves on Dit 5 harbour play g 
The fair forſaken Ariadne lav: 

lere firſt the wretched maid was taught to prove 

The bitter pangs of ill-rewarded lore; . 

Here ſaw, juſt freed from a fallacious ſleep, 


ler Theſcus flying o er the diſtant deep : 
Vas. . Q „wing 


Tueſcvs, the valiant ſon of Ageus king of Athens, for a 
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226 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Wiſtful ſhe look'd, nor what ſhe ſaw beiiev'd, 
Hop'd {me miſtake, and wiſh d to be deceiv'd : 
While the falſe youth his way ſecurely made, 
His faith forgotten, and his vows unpaid. 
At length ſhe found her partial fears too true, 
The well-known vetlcl letlening to her view; 
Then ſick with grief, and frantic with deſpair, 
Her dreſs ſhe rent, and tore her golden hair. 
The gay tiara, on her temples plac'd, 
The fize-wrought cincture that her boſom grac'd, 
The fillers, which her heaviog vreaſts confin'd, 
Are rent and ſcatter'd in the lawleſs wind. 
The wretched fair regards them now no more, 
Waſh'd by the wanton ſurges on the ſhore. 
Such trivia? cares, alas! no room can find, 
Her dear deceitful Theſeus fills her mind; 
For him alone ſhe grieves the live-long day, 
Sickens in thought, and pines her ſoul awav. 
Curſt be the time when Theſeus firſt from home 
Reach'd rhe Gortynian tyrant's lately dome: 
In that ſad day what evils unforeſcen 
Were torm'd in embryo by the Cyprian Queen ! 
The {tory goes, the Minotaur was fed 
With human victims for Androgeos dead. 
Forc'd by a ſickneſs the Cecropians paid 
This yearly tribute to the hero's ſhade x 
The flower of Athens were compell'd to bleed, 
For thus the cruel oracle decree, 
Till Theſeus, to preſerve his country's blood, 
Himſolf devoted for the public good, 


Fo 


THESEUS AND aA DNB. 
Forth for the Cretan coaſt he hoiſted fail, 


Soon as to Minos' awful court he came, 
The princeſs ſaw him, and conceiv'd a flame. 
A grand pavillion on the ground there ſtood, 
Celeſtial odours iſſued from the wood; 
0: this the royal fair repos'd her charms, © 
\Wrapt in th' embraces of her mother's arms. 
dach to the view tlie goodly mvrtle ſeems, 
Which grows befide Eurotas' cryſtal ſtreams ; 
Thus beautiful the veraal flowers appear, 
The glad with gay variety the year. 

it {at and 1: anguiſh 'd, nor her eyes ithdrew, 
Til the whole frame the ſweet contagion knew. 
O eruel hoy, that aim'ſt the ſhafts of Love, 
Auch rut the Golgi and Idalian grove, 
You give 09 pleaſure but has tome alloy, 
And blend with trouble our tincereit joy. 
You geb infpir'd with this unhappy flame 
The roval virgin for a foreign name. 
With what anxiety was ſhe opprett, 
Vit tempeſts tabour'd in her troubled breaſt, 
hen her lov'd youth the monſter met ia figat,. 
Neſolr'd to conquer or to leave the light! 
hen a form on Taurus“ top delcends, 
Pine waving oak or mountain pine it bends, 
dat the tree up- rooteq, in us wav, 
ears all before it with impetu us ſway: 
0 che dread bealt by Thetens taught 16: viel, 
ell Cowan reluctant on tlie bleeding tick. 


EY 


—— 


Fleet ſped his ſhip, and proſperous was the gale. | 
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The conquering hero now returns with praiſe, 
A clue directs him through the giddv maze; _ 
Elſe his miſguided ſteps would darkling rove 
In the blind windings of the treacherous grove. 
It now remains the virgin's flight to fing,  _ 

Her ſudden leaving the afflicted Finz. 

The mother mourn'd her child's unhappy caſe, 
Her fitter ſtopp'd her with a torc'd emhiace: 

But father, fitter, mother, little mox'd, | 
Her all the yielded for the man the lov'd. 
To Dia's fatal coaſt the lovers ſtecr, | 
Perfidious Theſeus leaves his miſtreſs here. 

W rapt in decei:ful ſlumbers while the lay, 

Ihe perjur'd lover baſely ſtole away. 
The nymph with cries aſcends the mountain's height 
And o'er the diſtant ocean ſtrains her fight, 

A boundleſs tract: now in the ſea ſhe goes 
Baring her knces, and ſighing vents her woes. 
Why did you take me from my facher's hand, 

To leave me, Theſeus, in a foreign land? 
Could you fo foon my plighted faith deſpiſe, 
And, perjur'd, dare the anger of the ſkies? 
Did nothing in your brealt perſuaſive prove, 

No fott compathon melt vour ſoul to love? 
Ah me! far other promiſes you made, 
Far other proſpects to my view you laid; 
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ö The nuptial joys I hop'd and bridal day, 
= But envious winds have borne my hopes away, ( 
; Let now no woman truſt in man again | ; 
Falſe is his promiſe, and his yows are vain, . : 
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When the ſtrong paſſions riot unſuppreſt, 

Men promiſe largely with an open breaſt ; 

But, ſoon as Love is with poſleſſion cloy'd, 

Their words they heed not, and their oaths are void. 
I fav'd vour lite and honour when at ſtake, | 
And yielded up my brother for your fake. 

For this by beaſts I now muſt die unmourn'd, 
No tomb to hide me, and no rites perform'd. 
Surely your race is not deriv a trom men, 
Some fax age monſter whelp'd tou in her den; 
dame raging ocean in her boſum bore, 

Some Scylla fuckled on her cruel ſhores 

Who tl«(c returns beſtow; who thus repay - 
Your life defended in the fatal day. 

Ir rour great tathei's orders you revere, 
And hence a foreign contract juſtly fear, 

You might at leaſt have carried me a ſlave, 

A pleahag ſervitude is all Id have. ol of 
Though princeſs born, vet humbly at your dend 
I 'd act th' officious handmaid to my lord; 

The bath prepare againſt vou homeward cds 
Adorn wich purple the forbidden bed. 

But why lament I to the empty air? 

Can the winds anſwer, or the tempeſts hear? 
He that ſhould liſten is for ever loſt, 

And there 's no creature on the dreary coaſt | 

For eruel fate has plac'd me here alone, 

Nor left one perſon to partake my moan. 

O that all-knowing Heaven had ne'er decreed 
The Cretan bull by Theſeus' arm to bleed ! 
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n "MISCELLANY POEMS 
The Grecian galley touch'd my native ſhore. 
Nor ſaw the miſchief lurking in his ſmile. 


Shall T my father's kingdom ſeek again ? 


No, for the traitor baſely fled my view. 


But where I turn my wearied ſight, there reigns 


Nor let mv juſt reſentment melt in grief; 

Aud call down vengeance with my lateſt breath. 
And rouſe the ſnaky terrors of your heads; 

| Rear cach her ghaſtly front, wherein we find 

The baneful index of the latent mind; 

Tis juſtice prompts me, and my wrongs inſpirez 


Thole ils which I from Theſeus' hand ſuſtain 
Return vn his devoted houſe again!“ TW 


Happe, too happy, did I live, before 


I litt!e thought in ſuch a face was guile, 

Now what s to do? what wretched hopes remain ? 
No, there the earth flili recks with brother's blood, 

Nor can 1 paſs the intermediate flood. 

S!1all I then think my Theſeus ſtill is true? 

Cruel qilemma! could I get away, 

No hopes are left me, Death is in my ſtay: 

For neither dwellings nor companions here, 


No object glads the eye, nor voice the ear; 


A death-like horror o'er the ſilent plains. 
Vet 1 '!! not tamely die without relief, 


But alt he heavenly Powers conjure in death, 


Ariſc, ye Furies, from your iton beds, 


O liſt, attend to what my prayers require, 


Hear then propitious, while I now 1mpart 
The moutrntul dictates of a broken heart; 
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Fit'd with reſentment thus the r. pray d, 
And ample curſes for her grief paid. - 7 
| Juſt Jove above, with pity ſaw her ill, 
And bowing ratified her cruel will; 
At which convulſions ſeiz'd the trembling ground, 
And all the frame ef nature ſhook around. | 
Now Theſeus, homeward as he wings his way, 
i, gets thoſe fatal orders to obey, 
Which, when he firit from Athens did depart, 
| Were vainly treaſur'd in his faithleſs heart: 
Nor once bethought his anxious fire to greet 
With the glad ſignal of his ſafe retreat. 
Fame tings that Ageus, when his ſon with haſte” 
Urg'd his departure o'er the watery wafte, 
Thus taught the vouth, and as he ſpoke embrac'd: 
«Ny ſon, than life more dear, ſince envious fate 
Divides fo ezrly what it join'd ſo late, 1 
And vour too forward courage from me force 
| Conſent unwilling for your dangerous courſe, 
No happineſs I 'I ſuffer, ho delight, _ 
hen vour lov'd image leaves my longing belt. 
But every face a ſhew of grief ſhall wear, 
Ard you yourſelf no joyous token bear. 
I chict in ſorrow will lament awhile, 
Aud in the duſt my hoary hairs defile; 
Then on the maſt a ſable ſail 111 rear, 
| To repreſent my grief and black deſpair: 
| But if our guardian Goddeſs ſhall ordain, 
That by your hand the Cretan bull be ſlain, 
Then cautious heed, and let no length of days 
| Theſe weighty precepts from your bicalt craſe. 
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When firſt vou ſee again vour native ſhore, 
Change the black ſignal which your veſſel wore, 


And in its room let peaceful white ariſe, 

A diſtant omen to my joyful eyes!“ 
To keep the words the vouth in vain defi ig d, f 

Ther fled inſenſibly and left his mind; 

So fleecy clouds, that on ſome mount appear, 

Melt by degrees, and vaniſh into ait. 

On a high rock that beetles o'er the flood, 

With daily care the penſive father ſtood ; 

And when he ſaw impatient from afar 

The fatal ſignal floating in the air, 

Thinking his Theſeus was untimely ſlain, 


He rathly plung'd himſelf beneath the main. 


The ſon now ſaffers in the father's fate, 
And feels thoſe forrows which he gave ſo late, 
When on the ſhore he left the nymph to mourn 
Her love rejected, and her hopes forlorn. 

To her relief the blooming Bacchus ran, 
And with him brought his ever jovial train. 
Satyrs and Fawns in wanton dances ſtrove, 
While the God ſought his Ariadne's love. 
Around in wild diſtorted airs they fly, 
Ard make the mountains echo to their cry. 
Some brandiſh high an ivy-woven ſpear, 
The limbs ſome ſcatter of a victim ſteer. 
Others in ſlippery folds of ſerpents ſhine, 
Others apart perform the rites divine 
To wicked men denied. Theſe tabors take, 
Theſe in their hands the tinkling cymbal ſhake ; 
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While many ſwell the horn in hoarſer ſtrain. 
And make the ſhrill diſcordant pipe complain. 

Thus the whole Iſle in rural pleaſure ſmil'd, 
Their dances artleſs, and their mufic wild; 
Yet did it all in happy concert meet, 
Gay the confuſion, and the diſcord ſweet, 
But Bacchus, now enamour'd with his prize, 
Reſoly'd to make her partner of the ſkies. 
She ſweetly bluſhing yielded to the God, 
His car he mounted, and ſublimely rode; 
And, while with eager arms he graſp'd the fair, 
Laſh'd his fleet OI through the buxom air. 


ON THE DEATH or A YOUNG BRIDE, 
B Y -- UC | W H A 4 . 


Wes voutliful charms are blaſted in their bloom, 
And wit and beauty ſink into the tomb, 
Is juſt for every friendly heart to ſhare 
The father's anguiſh, and the huſband's care ; 
Then let none wonder at a ſtranger's ſighs, 
And tears that flow from ſympathetic eyes; 
do great a loſs, unknown to all relief, 
Claims the free gift of univerſal grief, 

Oh! fate ſevere! when piety can't (ave 
[The deſtin'd fair-one, from the cruel grave ! 
Sie, in whom Nature's nobleſt gifts combin'd, 
A graceful perſon and a lovely mind, 
n all the pride of youth reſign'd her breath, 
un early victim to deyouring death, 
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Hence learn, ye fair, nor too St prize vour i 
None can teſiſt this gloomy tyrant's arms. 
How thould vain beauty hope his wrarh to Oar, 
When ſuch tranſcendent goodneſs fell a prey! 
See. cach revolving ſun, ſome ſutiden biow 
Gives a new triumph to th' iaſulting toe, 
Where 's then the ſhape fo exquiſtely true 2 
The ſnowy brightnels, and vermitlion bue ? 
When rueful Death has once a conqueſt made, 
The lilies wither, and the roſes fave : 
From the pale face the laughing Graces fle, 

And Lores, that wanton'd in the ſparkling eye. 
But confcious Virtue {corns his ſhort-liv'd power, 
Our only ſuccour in the fatal hour: 

This calm'd each terror, and remoy'd each fear, 
From the fair ſaint, her diſſolution near. 
She, when Death call'd, attended undiſmay'd, 

* And the quick ſummons chearfully obey d, 
With patience underwent the bitter ſtrife, 

The laſt beſt duty of a well-ſpent life. 

So may the gayeſt at the park or play 

Be by ro-morrow's dawning ſnatch'd away, 

And from the ſprightly ball or matquerade, 
Sleep in the marble's cold embraces laid. 

For ſoon or late at the appointed day 

We all mutt tread this melancholy way. 

Then happy they, who quit this irkſome ſtate, 
Ere they know Vice, or feel the Norms of Fate. 
Such this bright pattern in the bloom of age 
Left all the tumults of this mortal lage; 
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And though ſo thort her dwelling was with man, 
wich ample virtues fill'd her narrow ſpan. 
Why ſhed we then unprofitable tears, 
Far one ſo old in works, though green in years! 2 
[ament the ſinner's ſhort-liv'd date, betimes = 
S2:ch'd in the May-day of his Weine er crimes z 
Whoſe unrepented follies well might bear 
Ages and ſighs and penitential prayer. 
Who knows what evils Fortune had in ſtore, 
Had Heaven not ſent her to a ſafer ſhore? 
In Death we find a haven lull'd in peace, 
Where the winds deaden, and the tempeſts ceaſe. 
Here the enjoys, from trouble ever free, 
The unmov'd calmneſs of a ſummer's ſea, 
Here malice ſleeps, the lying tongue is ſtill, 
No envious power to thwart her pious will. 
Av thoſe precarious ills that ſhe has fled, 
By a quick paſſage to the filent dead; 
Diftempers riſing from fallacious food, 

nd poiſons lurking in the tainted blood; 

he flow conſumption and rheumatic pains, - 
I he fever raging in the throbbing veins; _ 
Then render thanks to Heaven, that let her go 
o young, ſo virtuous, from a ſtate of woe. 
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Solely ſupporting, and permit the duſt 
Again into its moulder'd ſtate to drop! 
Vet not for aught that Power Almighty can, 


Doth the fool-wicked ſtop his wild career, 


Till Death, the laſt dread monitor, intrudes. "2 
Away, repent, and be for ever wile! 
1 Do | 


2 5 * ” 
N =% 2 4 Bom 

1 * 2; - — 2 ? v2 

. be 7 
* 0 4 9 a * A 

* * * * * q 
a 5 L Ws "gibi: — — mm 
dead — we 


446 MISCELLANY vonne 


ON 'A WASP'S SETTLING ON PELINS AR\ 


KS © ME WHALEY. = 
4 Hou. ſweetly careleſs Delia Cats 1 


> Her innocence can fear no harm, 
While round th' envenom'd infect (kim, 
Tuben ſettles on her ſnowy arm. a 
Ve fluttering beaux and ſpiteful bards, 
To vou this moral true I ſing; 
Senſe join'd to Virtue difregards — 1 
Both Folly's buzz, and Satire's ſting. 


nn 
THE INTERRED SPEAKS, 


Ao ſo with look inquiſitive vou muſe 


On the cold earth that cloſe invirons me, 
Pleas'd that thyſelf att free — but ah! how long 
Who knows, when he who rais'd thee into being, 
May check his mighty voice — his voice, thy trame 
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Or human imbecillity can nor, 


But boldly impious puſhes ſtill his courſe, 
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on Cn AA IN 8, 
1A HUSBAND OF. AN UGLY WIFE. 
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FROM joHannus $xcunDus.. 
B MR. WHALEY. 


TOUR wife 's poſſeſt of ſuch a face and mind, 
So charming that, and this ſo ſoft and kind, 

Þ PN her forchead, and her voice fo { weet, 
Her words fo tender, and her drefs fo nea ; 
Tat would kind Heaven, whence man all good derives, 
In wondrous bounty {end me three ſuch wives, 
Dear happy huſband, take it on my word, 
I'd give the D two, to take the third, 
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TIBULLUS, BOOK 1. LLEGY.L 
n 5 HE. SAM E. 


A. T numerous acres others hopes employ, 
Let heaps of hoarded gold give others joy, 

Who:n neighbouring Fear for ever keeps awake, 
Or whoſe thor: ſlumbers early trumpets break 3 
Let eaſe, by poverty begut, be mine, 
While on my hearth the ſcanty faggots wine, | 
And my own hand ſets down the ſwelling vine. 
Let but each year afford me freſh ſupplies, 
And faithful ro my hopes my crops ariſe ; 
For to each ſtock or ſtone I bend my brow, | 
That bears rhe hallow'd, though negleQted, bough; 

| 1 5 5 | Ard 
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And the firſt fruit with which my branches nod 
Falls erer facred to the rural God. 
Nor be the gift to Ceres“ remple ſmall, 
Bur the full ſheaf hang trembling on the wall; 
And in the garden let Priapus ſtand, 
To ſcare the birds with/his red threatening w and. 
Ye too, once guardians of a happier lain, 
Now ſcarce employ'd to watch my ſmall domain, 
Ye Lares, yet ye {hall your rites obtain. | 
Then the fat calf before your altars bled, _ 
Suffice it-now that the lamb's blood be ſhed ; 1 — 
An ample victim from my leſſen'd mead. 
The lamb, round whom the ruſtic lad and lafs 
Shall briſkly trip it o'er th' unbending graſs, 
Aud Io! Ceres, ling, and crown the ſparkling glaſs. 
Content I live now on the humble plain, 
Nor envy toilſome riches got with pain; 
While the palm guards me from the dog-ſtar's heat, 
And the cool ſtream runs murmuring at my fect. 
Without a bluſh Loft bear home the lamb, 
Shivering and cold, forſaken of its dam ; 
Nor ſometimes ſcorn to hold the ploughman's rein, 
And force the oxen through the ſtubborn plain. 
Oh! ſpare, ye wolves, and thieves, my little ſtock, 
Your appetites require the rich man's flock, 
To ſhepherd Pan I ſacrifice each year, 
And the next ſhrine to peaceful Pales rear, | 
On humble tables ſerv'd, and earthen ware: 
On earthen ware, ſuch was the ancients' way, 
And ſuch they faſhion'd oft the yielding clay, 
VVV | Me Oo 
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lie nor gold nor filver on my board, 

Nor barns with corn by thrifty grandſires ſtor 4; ; 
my ſmall table be but neatly ſpread, _ 

aud give me, Gods, a clean, though homely bed ; 

And in me arms when charming Delia lies, 

Let the ſea roar, and bluſtering winds ariſe, 

Her breaſts my port, my guardian ſtars her eyes. 
How ſweet thoſe furious blaſts and tempeſts prove, 
hat make each kifs come warmer from my love! 

low do thick ſhowers improve my ſilent joy, 

And aid the Neep they threaten to deſtroy! 

This be my fate — Wealthy the wretch ſhould be 

hat bears the wind, and rain, and raging ſea. 
ther be loſt all wealth; all India burn, 

han anv nymph ſhould for my abſence mourn. 

2 rvadful war let great | Meſſala fhine, 

ind on the land or main his battles 3 join; 4 

Mc the ſoft fair agreeably detains, 
captive bleſt, I triumph in her chains. 

lee only, Delia, thee I ſeek, not tame, 

[o live with thee 1 II bear a coward's name, 

ay 1 thy face in my laſt hour behold ! 

ay I thy hand with dying farewel hold! 
a0u 't weep and place me, Delia, on the pyre, 

Ind with thy tears a while retard the fire: 

nou 't weep, I know thy gentle ſoul, my fair, 

o ſenſeleſs ſteel, no rugged flint dwells chere. 

tom that fad dirge no youth unmov'd ſhall go, 

vn) mph not bear away a friendly woe. 
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But rrod-rate then thy ſorrow, oh my fair, 
Nor firike in grief thy ſwelling breaſts, nor dare 

To violate thy cheeks or flowing hair. | 
Come then, let 's ſport, my Delia, while we may, 
Our hours, though unobſerv'd, fly ſwift away, 

And love and revels ill become the grey. 
Gay ſportive Venus now demands our time, 

While blood flows warm, aud youth is in its prime; 
While in the dance unbluſhing we appear, 

Or o'er the flowing bow! the 11hng morning cheer. 

A ſoldier brave, or captain, here I ſtand, 

Here tight with pleaſure, here with pride command, \ 
Far off, ye drums and trumpets, bear your ſounds, 
And give Ambition what it wiſhes, wounds; 
Give it wealth too — bleſt with my little ſtore, | Th 


"> hs a-, 6 I 


Secure in competence, I alk no more 
Than to ſcorn wealth, and not be counted poor. 


TIBULLUS, BOOK IV. ELEGY I 
r WE WHALTY, 


REAT Mars, {.e Delia bowing at thy ſhrine ; 
Jo gaze on her, lc.ye, leave thy ſeats divine; 
Not Venus felt can blame thee, yet beware, 
Leſt, as vou gaze, you drop the threatening ſpear, 
And the ſoft Maid ſubdue the God of War. 
In her bright eye Love lights his double tire, 
When he would fill immortals with deftre. 
W hatc'er ſhe does, where'cr her feet ſhe turns, 


Grace lurks beneath her ſteps, and every act acorns 
| 2 1 


1MITATIONS OF TIBULLUS. 4. 
How graceful flows her looſe diſhevel'd hair 
Nor leſs the twiſted locks become the Fair. 
She fres if purple veſtments round her flow, 
She fires in garments emulating ſnow. 


Thus decks Vertumnus the celeſtial hall, 
Grac'd with a thouſand robes, and adding grace to all. 


11BULLUS, BOOK IV. ELEGY 11. 
BY MR. WHALEY. 


YE furious boars, that kinnt the ſhady grove 
Or dreary plain, O ſpare my youthful love, 

Nor whet your tuſks againſt my charming boy; 5 

Thou, Cupid, guard him for Sulpicia's joy. 

The love of ſport has borne him far away: 

Periſh, ye dogs! ve foreſts, all decay! 

it not madneſs o'er the hills to roam, 

And bring thy tender hands all mangled home ? 

Can it be ſweet to pierce the thorny wood, 
And ſtain thy beautcous legs with ſtarting. blood ? 
Yet, might I my Cerinthus' pleaſures hare, 
Nor hills, nor woods, nor thorns, nor wounds, I'd fear. 
ueful I'd ſearch the ſtag's uncertain way, 
nd looſe the eager dog upon his prey; | 
Then, then the woods thould truly pleaſant prove, 
"a mid the roits I'd graſp my manly love; 
ind the rough boar ſhould paſs unheeded by, 
s ſalety owing to our thoughtleſs jop. 
But though thy ſports, my love, exceed my charms, 


u! take no other miſtreſs to thy arms! | 
Yor, VI. = 7 | At 
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At Dian's ſhrine his vows the ſportſman pays; 


Chalte then, like hers, for ever be thy wass. 
And oh! if ane ſhameleſs nymph ſhall dare 


Joss, due to me alone, be ſtealth to ſhare, 
_ Her guilty limbs may hungry tigers tear! 


But come, m love, my charmer, come away, 


Io others gladly leave the rural prev; 


To others leave the duſty dangerous field, 


FROM THE GROVE. 


VOSS thrice theſe oaken aſhes in the as 


And three times three tie up this true love's-knc;, 7 
Three times fit down in this enchanted chair, 
Thrice murmur low, “ She will, or ſhe will not.“ 
Go, burn theſe poiſonous weeds in von blue fire, 
This cyprefs, gather'd at a dead man's grave; 
| Theſe ſcreech-owl feathers, and this prickly briars I 
That all thy thorny cares an end may have. | 
i; + 
Then come, ve Faities, dance with me around, IF 
Dance in this circle, he my love the centre; = 
XIglodiouſle breathe out a charming ſound, 01 
Malt her hard heart, that ſome ren: oe may enter. 0¹ 
In vain are all the charms I can devile, os 
For Czlia ffraight can bicak them with her evess b. 


| 


1 


T 0 T H E. K 1 N G *. 
BY THOMAS FLETCHER +, B. * 
' FELLOW OF NEW COLLEGE, OXFORD. 


TO reſt, no leiſure, to the breathleſs Muſe, 
No reſpite, mighty Monarch, you allow ; ; 
As if your conqueſts, might be ſung by us 
Wich as much. cafe as they are gaia'd by you. 
But where, ah ! where's that finewy ſon of Wit, 
Who can ſufficient ſtrength for verſe ſupply, 
If each bold foe freſh triumphs mult beget, 
And you ſubdue as faſt as they can fly? 
If to cach vanquiſh'd realm a verſe be due 
(Aud ſure a vanquiſh'd realm deſerves no lefs), 
The Nine muſt yield themſelves o 'er-power'd to 
And but 5 ſilence SOD your ſucceſs. _ 
5 | Methinks 


William the Third. 58 

+ Alto pofſefed or the donative of Pairkeld, bee 
lle publihed in 1692 (When B. A.) 2 1mall volume of 
poems on teveral Occatons, and Tranllat ions: wherein the 
fett and fecond Books of V.rgil's neis are attempted ia 
*Enolſh;* from which the above is ſelected. He was ate 
MTwards ſecond matter of Wincheſter tchool. He had three 
ſors; viz. 1. Thomas, D. D. fellow of All-Souls College, 
Oxford, who, going as chaplain to Ireland with the third 

dake of Desoyſhire in 1737, was appointed dean ot Down, 
and atterwacds luccethvely advanced to the biſhopricks of 
Dromore and Kildare. He died at Dublin in 1761.— 


2. Philip, AM. A. tele ot New College, Oxtersd, ad t- 
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264 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
| Methinks with eaſe and pleaſure we could py Wl: 
To your great name a yearly tax of wit: 


But, ah! who knows what years to come may be? a 
Alas! there's a whole world unconquer'd yet. 
When, diſentangled from domeſtic war, 
| The foll ſtrength of your arm ſhall there be ſhown, 
Where dur third Edward, and fifth Henry where? IM 
| You, greater hero, have more wonders done! 
Then monthly, daily conqueſts muft engage = FO 
Our pens, till all the fund of wit be ſpem, 
Till we fit dumb, and, He imporeriſh'd age, SR 7 
In vain our paſt extravagance repem, 5 
Accept then, happy Printe, our grateful praiſe, — =: 
For mighty deeds which vou alone could do 
Accept the onlv trophies we can raiſe W #2 
For dangers you alone could undergo : 
miſter of Rumford in Eſſex, where he kept a private ſchod, : 
| and had the honour of educating lords Frederick and Joh R 
(Cavendiſh, Sir Charles Greſham, &c. till promoted by hi 
brother in Ireland to the treaſurerſhip of Dromore, to which 5. 
afterwards was added the deancy of Kildare. He died i 
1765. Three or four of his poctical pieces ſhall be inſerted; 
and © Nature and Fortune,” in the third volume of Dodlley' | 
Collection, we are affured, was by him. — And z. Wir e. 
nam, LL. D. alfo fellow ef New College, and maſter of th va 
ſchool there, who was preferred in Ireland to the rectoty of hin 
St. Mary's, Dublin, and on his brother Philip's death ww ©! 
alſo choſen dean of Kildare. He died in 1771. A poſthu· pie 
mous volume of his Sermons Was eh at Dublin, for te C. 
benefit of his Nauen, BA. mer 
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TO THE KING. 25 


Wimels that dreadful, yet that Jucky day, 
When random deaths undreaded round you flew, 
When one bold ruffian-ſhot, as through the ſky 
It took its flight, durſt aim itſelf at you. 
But the wing' d fate your guardian angel faw, 
And with officious haſte he put it by, 
Yet let a gentle ſtroke * the danger ſhew, 
Leſt the kind office ſhould unbheeded die. 
Soon as the diſmal chance was whiſper'd round, 
The legions trembling ſtood, and fcarce drew breath, 
As if the army had recetv'd a wound, 


And from your bruiſe each man had fear'd his death. 


Fate in all other ſhapes they could deſpiſe, 
(To kill and die their pleaſure and their trade): 
But now their ſouls unuſual horrors ſeize, 
Death, their great maſter, in this form they dread. 
But when next morn you led them forth to fight, 
Fearlefs and chearful mareh'd th' embattled hoſt, 
Reſolv'd that Naughter'd enemies, ere night, 
Should pay large intereſt for the blood: you loſt. 
But what bold Mufe ſhall fing that glorious day, 
When, led by Fame through Boyne's zebellious flood, 


On the ſame occaſion archbiſhop Tillotſon, taking no- 


tice, in a ſermon, of Lewis the Fourteenth's wnprincel;- 


manner of inſulting over King William when he believed 


[him to have been flain, obſerved, that no mortal man ever 


„had his ſhoulder ſo Tad) Kiſſed by a cannon bullet,” A 


piece of falle eloquence, which, though not uſual in bis 


Grace's writings, gave Dr. South, no iriend to him or his 


memory, the advantage of OE upon it as a pecuũar 


R 3 - Though 


ran of rhetoric, D. | 
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2% MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Though foes and nature did obſtruct your way, 
Een foes and nature you at once ſubdued? 
| Theſe rival nations from your royal breath, 

Dreading repulſe, did wounds and dangers crave; 
From you each begg'd the foremoſt place in death, 
And almoſt envy'd foes the wounds they gave. 

In vain they begg'd; vou chofe yourſelf, and Jed 
The glowing troops where thickeſt dangers lay; 
The doubtful enemy half fought, half fled, 
Aſham'd to live, and yet afraid to die. 
O! what a ſcene of blood did then appear! 
Death too that day a mighty conqueſt gain'd; _ | 
Thick widow'd ſouls fled trembling through the airy 


As if another death behind remain'd. ; \ 
Malicious ſpirits throng'd the upper =” 1 
Their noſtrils with fat ſteams of blood to feaſt; 7 
The King of Terrors reign'd unqueſtion'd there, 
lere carcaſes his ſettled power confeſt. = | 


But here did Fate its work unfiniſh'd ſhow, 
Imperfect life lay ſtruggling through the wound; WM > 
The groaning ſoul curs'd the too gentle foe, _ 
The body ſpurn'd, and champ'd the purple ground. r 
Let others ſing how you with angry haſte 


Purſued your conqueſt o'er the bloody plain; Y 
Purſued as long as rage and day did Jaſt, 
As long as foes were found who dar'd be flain. MW} 


Stay thou, my Muſe, and drop a pious tear 
Where by bold hands the aged General“ lies; 
Frederick duke of Schomberg, Killed July 1, 1690. K 
was buried in Saint Patrick's cathedral; and ey 7 


an epitaph by Swift. Sce Englith Pocts, vol. XL. p. 22 


1 A 


TT 247 
There let treth garlands flouriſh all the year, 
And o'er his tomb eternal laurels rife. 
The aged General, who, train'd-up in war, 
Grown old in fights, yet none ſucceſsleſs knew; 
And now his fall indecent would appear, 
zut in the field, and when victorious too. 
And now proceed! the conquering King attend; 
But lo! he's gone ; like lightning cuts his w * ; 
dee Fame herſelf hes panting far behind, 
And only Conquelt bears him company. 
Whither, great Prince, ah ! whither would vou preſs ? ; 
Stake not that life againſt a worthicfs for, 
for which a!l kingdoms were too mean a price ; 
England has all fhe aſks, while ſhe has vou. 
Yet vou for us uncertain chances prove, _ 
To fame through toll and danger force vour way 3 ; 
Though here foft eafc, and a fond people's love, 
And a vet fonder Princefs, court vour lay; 
A Puncels, worthy partner of your throne, 
No ornamental burthen, uſeleſs pride; 
A Princeſs you, ev'n warlike you, may own, 
Who can vour cares, as well as jovs, divide. 
You here in ſoft vicarious cafe might fits 
And dictate battles from a lazy throne; 
[You by vicarious courage might grow great, 
And crown your front with laurcls not your owns 
But greatneſs you through arduous pailis puiluc, 
| You ſhare in danger;-as in fame, require, 
Ard icarce your health its ncedful care allow; 
Your people's caſe is all that you dcfur, 
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THE METAMORPHOSIS OF A BEAU, 


” 6 a rural nymph, but wondrous fair, 


For ſcornful Fopling felt a lover's flame; 
But what ſhe felt, her ſex forbad to name. 
If fondneſs (much as modeſt nymphs may ſhow) 


Could win to tender love a ſcornful beau; 


Ten thouſand times the fair-one ſpoke in vain. 
But, ah! how hard a fcornful beau to move, 
When courted by the fair to tender love ! 
Fopling with pride her captive beauty view'd, 
Beauty which none but Fopling e'er withſtood, 


Kildare, LY See | p. 243+ D. 
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So the kind Sun, with never-ceafing toil, 
Large journeys takes, its bleſſings to diſpenſe; 


But the dull Earth firs idle all the while, | 


And undiſturb'd enjoys its omen . | | 


IN 1M TATION OF ovp. 
BY PHILIP FLETCHER4, M.A 
FELLOW OF NEW COLLEGE, OXFORD, | 


— — —— WF 


hog — wo 


Each ſhepherd's wiſh, and Venus' chiefeſt care, 


b—- 


If eyes have language (and I've heard in love 
The fair-one's eyes have eloquence to move); 
Ten thouſand times fair Czlia ſpoke her pain, 


. RY - ae} nb am i. Om 


A 


2 This may be poetry, but is not philoſophy, ſavouring 
more of the Ptolemaic than the Copernican ſyſtem: as we 
know, vice verſa, that the Earth „takes large journeys,” 

and the Sun, in a manner, “ ſits idle.“ D, | 
+ Second fon of the former writer, aſcerwards dean of 


Full 


MET AMORPHOSIS OF A BEAU. 249 

Full well he knew the ardent maid's i intent, a% 
And what thoſe eyes, and what that fondneſs meant; 
Yet could that fondneſs and thoſe eyes behold, 
Yet be perverſcly dull, unmov'd, and cold: 
Till thus the nymph, with indignation fir'd, 
Nor more by rage than lighted love infpir'd, 
In angry tone rebuk'd the heedleſs beau, 
Who ſuch contempt for ſuch a nymph could how r 2 

« And is it thus you treat a tender maid, 
I; thus my fondnefs, thus my love repaid? 
Obdurate man! I was not wont to ſue, 
Nor ever knelt ro any ſwain but you, 
No; at my feet would proſtrate Damon lie, 
And on his Czlia gaze with wiſhful eye; 
At Cxlia's feet has ſuppliant Thyrſis bow'd ; 
And gay Damztas, midſt the rival crowd, 
Ador'd fair Cælia as a power divine, 
An altar rais'd, and call'd it Cælia's ſhrine. | 
Thus reign'd I long the miſtreſs of the plain, 
Envy'd by nymphs, and lov'd by every ſwain 
Till, molt ungrateful, but reſiſtleſs man! 
From ſeeing thee, my harder fate began. 
And canſt thou ſtill refuſe my proffer'd love? 
And has poor Czlia loſt her art to move?“ 

Thus ſpoke the nymph ; and thus, with uſual pride. 
And uſual ſenſe, rhe fcornful beau reply'd: 
* What babbling's this !—impertinence of chat! 
Of love, ſhrines, ſhepherds, ny inphs, an and Gad knows 

what! | „ rd, 

1 "thee, fond girl, give o'er this odious tale, 
Nor think thy ruſtic charms can cer prevail. 
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azo MISCELLANY POEMS. 
What fancies to the mind can pride impart? 
And canſt thou liope to win Sir Fopling's heart? 
No; let thy Strephons and thy Damons die; 
Thou may'ſt be wondrous fair in Thyrſis' eye, 
But, for a beau to love In faith, not I.” 
Hie ſaid; and rapt his box with ſcornful air, 
Turn'd lightly on his heel, and left the fair; 
Who thus in tears invok'd the Powers above, 

But moſt beſought the gentle Queen of Love. 
Venus! it cer you view'd an injur'd maid, 
If pity c'er pour tender breaſt eſſay d, 
At length attend to injur'd Cælia's prayer, 

By inſtant death remove this anxious care, 1 
Or punith him who caus'd my ſad deſpair, 
Deſtroy that form, ye Gods, whence fprung my grief, 
And let revenge ſupply ſincere relief!“ 


Thus ardent pray'd the nymph, nor pray'd i in vain; 
The Powers of Heaven conſent. The Paphian queen , 
Swift to her aid deſcended in a cloud, | 

Which might from mortal ken the goddeſs ſhroud; . 
A powerful phial in each hand ſhe hore, 
Charg'd with biack poiſon fiom Cocytus' more. | 

Juſt then Sir Fopling at his mirror ſtood, c 
And thus beſpuke the image that he vicw'd: A 


« Sure from thoſe eyes no mortal nymph can fly, 
The lucklels fair that views them once mult die. 
| Thoſe lips, that ſhape, that mien, muſt ſ urely move, 
(It cer Adonis did) the Quren of Love.” 

Venus o'crheard his boaſt: “ And, for thy pride, 
This inſtant loſe that boalted form,” ſhe cry'd; 
Ne | "5 ag hl 


METAMORPHOSIS OF A BEAU. 25 


« terce (if a goddeſs may aright preſage) 
pent in the narrow confines of a cage, 
Thou, by whoſe pride ſo many nymphs deſpair, 
Shalt live the toy, the paſtime of the fair.“ 
Quick o'er his limbs the powerful juice ſhe threw, 
As quick the ſudden transformation grew. 
At fiſt how ſtartled was the beau, to ſce 
In rarious colours glow his ſmart toupee! 
Fal to his head it grew; and, as he ſtrove. 
With eager arms the wonder to remove, 
To pinions chang'd his arms, (for chang'd they were) 
Bore the unthinking Fopling into air. 
In talons loſt, his fad forſake the ground, 
His oval face, by ſudden change, grew round. 
Juſt in the midſt, a horny beak took place, 
| And ſtood the cropked gnomon of his face: 
Quick to a tail his length of ribbons grew, 
But 1a the tail retain'd their various huc. 
Oer every point the metamorphoſe ran, 
And in a tawdry parrot hid the man. 
Thus much could Venus to the outward flame; 
His paſſions and his mind are ſtill the fame: . 
Sill he delights in emptineſs of ſhow, 
And chatters fill by rote — like any beau. 
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INSPIRATION. ANACREONTIC. 


A® late in penſive mood I fate, | 
And dream'd of beauty and of ſtate, 
A fudden paſſion ſerz'd my ſoul ; 
Nuwas Love; and who can Love control? 
With furious haſte I ſnatch'd the pen, 
Hemm'd twice—ſftar'd round—then hemm'd again ; ; 
| Roſe from my chair, and cut a caper, 
FThrew by my gloves, then feiz'd the paper; 
Sate down : “ and now, ye powers,” faid I, 
«Tis done: far hence, ye vapours, fly; 
No more fhall Mclancholy move, 
Ie write of Beauty and of Love: 
Venus and Hebe ſhall attend, 
And Cupid be my deareſt friend ; 
Mad from this inſtant will I be 
With Beauty, Love, and Poely, 
But fince to all the fcribbling throng, 
Before each Bard begins his ſong, 
'Tis grown an univerſal faſhion, 
To beg and pray for inſpiration, 
In ſuppliant form (as Poets do), 
To th:e, Melpomene, I ſue : 
With all thy flames my breaſt inſpire, 
And fill me with poetic fire. 
Fill me with raptures till 1 ſtrain, 
And burſt with love at every vein,” 
| I fpake; 


e 


INSPIRATION. 253 
I ſpake; and thus the Muſe reply'd, 
To me, by Fate, that power 's deny'd, 

If in ſuch caſe you hope for aid 
From us, you quite miſtake our trade, 

You Poets make no other uſes 2 

Of us, poor girls, you call your Muſes, 
Than juft, when, in a ſcribbling vein, 
You ſnatch the pencil or the pen, 

With honeſt care to guide your hand; 

But if your wit be. at a ſtand, ß 
Miſs Jenny's * cheeks, and lips, and eye, 

Can more than all we Nine ſupply.” “ 


IN SOCIOS SENIORES COLL. *#***% 


UAM bene potando Seniores Dzmona fallunt! 
Scilicet, in ſiccis ambulat ille locis. 


PARAPHRASED BY MR. P. FLETCHER. 


| JJAINK, ſays old Sophiſt, and then fear no evil, 
| 'Tis thus alone that we can cheat the Devil: 
ie walketh through dry places — this we know, ; 


And ſo keep wetting whereſoe er we go. 


* Mits Jeany Lambert, afterwards Mrs, Head. D. 
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T 1 U TM 4; £6 U.R r. 
1 MR. * FLETCHER, 
Now be upon ©! quoth Flatrery, 
& * Theſe are bad times indecd for me, | 


Spurn'd by the man, and in the place 
Where leaſt I thought to meet diſgrace : 


And yet I ſaid the fineſt things — ? 
« Thou young, but rightcous, beſt of kiogs, .. 

Thou who — abrupt he tutn'd away, | 
And with an air, as who ſhould ſay, _ 


Go ſhew that gentleman the door, 
And never let me ſee him more.” 
Shock'd, I withdrew—wheh, to enhance 

My ſhame, I ſtraight way ſaw advance, 
And take my very place, forſouth, ; 
That ſtrange, old-taſhion'd fellow, Truth. 
O! how it griev'd my heart to ſce 
The difference made *twixt him and me! 
I of each ſanguine hope bereav'd, T = 
He with a gracious {mile receiv' d: 
And yet (or greatly I miſtake) 
The monarch bluſh'd whene'er RE fpake 5 ; 


For he, though in a plainer war, e 
Said every thing I meam, to lay * Ys . 
4 0 

1 61. 
e 
The falfome compliments that were 1400 his ret ſent m- r 
jeſty, at his acceſſion, by ſome of his chap lains, and the mas h 
ner in which they were received, occaſioned the above. DW © 
5 = H 1 h 


TE 5 Bo : 


THE CAUSE OF INCONSTANCY®, 
bY SIR WILLIAM YONGE +, BART, K. B. LL. D. F. K. . 


OW have 1 heard the fair lament. T 
| Mens' falſchood, and their wretched fate! 
How few are with their ſpouſe content 
er conſlant to their ſighing mate! 
How ſeldom ſouls below are join'd, 
For one another fram'd above! 
How ſeldom pairs of hearts we bd. 
By Heaven ordain'd for mutual lore! 


Thus 


* This poem ROY reſembles Dr. Watts's « Few happy : 
« Matches,“ Engliſh Poets, vol. XLVI. p. 217. (except that 


this is comic and that ſerious); on which the laſt Lord Lyt- 
telton has ſome arch remarks in one of his letters. Sir Wil- 


am Yonge himſelf experienced the inconſtancy of one of his 


ladies, and had a divarce. See p. 256. D. * 

+ Sir William Yonge was repreſentative for Honiton, in 
the firſt parliament called by King George I. and conſtantly 
lerved in the houſe of commons till tis death. On the ſecond 


| of July 1717, he was appoimecd one of the commiſhoners for 


taking, examiting, and {ſtating the debts due to the army. 
On the ſecond of April 1724, he was conſtituted one of the 


lords commiſſioners of the treaſury, in which commiſſion he 
| continued till the acceſſion of his late Majeſty 3 and was 


elected one of the knights-compantons of the Bath, on the 
revival of that moſt honourable order, in 1725. On the 
firſt of June 1728, he was made one of the commiſſioners of 


dhe admiralty, wherein he continued till May 11, 1739, when 


he was again made one of the commuſkoners < at the trealurx 3 
_ and 
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2% MISCELLANY PORMS. 

Thus mens' inconſtant ſouls they blame, 
For want of knowledge, or of thought; 

While all this while tis in the frame 

Of both our bodies lies the fault. 


When Jove had made this little ball 
For four-legg'd beaſts and creeping things, 
At length he form'd, to govern all, 
Atworlegg'd creature without wings. 
Eg es | Millions 
and in 1735 was conſtituted ſecretary at war, and ſworn of 
his Majeſty's moſt honourable privy-council. In July 1730, 
he was appeinted cuſtos rotulorum of the county of Car- 
narvon; in May 1746, one of the joint vice-treaſurers of 
Ireland 3 and the ſame year was one of the committee of the 
Houſe of commons for managing the impeachment againſt 
Lord Lovat; in 1747, he was elected to parliament for Budmin 
and Tiverton, but took his ſeat for the latter. He was allo 
ranger of Hampton Court. He firſt married Mary, daughter 
of Samuel Heathcote, of Hackney in the county of Mid- 
dletex, Efq. from whom he was divorced, without iſſue by 
her, 1724, and enabled, by act of parliament, to marry again. 
On Sept. 14, 1729, he married, ſecondliy, Anne, daughter 
and coheir of Thomas Lord Howard of Efingham, by whom 
he bad iſſue four ſons and fix daughters. He died Auguſt 10, 
1755, and was ſucceeded in title and eſtate by his ſon, Sir 
George Yonge, the preſent baronet. He aſſiſted Roome in 
writing a ballad opera, called 4 The ſovial Crew,” acted at 
Drury Lane in 1731; and in his political character, if he 
did not poſſeſs the firſt-rate abilities, he was confidercd as au 
_ uſeful man by Sir Robert Walpole, with whom he was 
Rrictly united. The late Lord Cheſterficld, who ſeems to 
Rave had ſome prejudioe goon him, e him in 2 


& 4 very 
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Millions of theſe he made at once, 
To ſave himſelf all future trouble; 
And men and women for the nonce _ 

By pairs, like rallies, he made double. 


Then from Olympus” dreadful top, 
Well ſhaken in a bag together, 
He tofs'd them down, and let them drop 
Juſt as it pleas'd the wind and weathcr. 


Some fell in Aſia, b! in Greece, 

In England ſome, and ſome in Spain: 
But ſeldom two of the ſame piece 

In the ſame climate met again. 


Hence men, when grown in riper years, 


* Remembering this their former making, 


Hunt up and down to find their pairs ; 
And women too 1n the ſame taking. 


very unfavourable light, In the 273d letter to his fon, he 
lays, „ Sir William Yonge, with not a quarter of your 
parts, and not a thouſandth part of your knowledge, has, 
„by a glibneſs of tongue fingly, raiſed himſelf ſucceſſively 
*tothe beſt employments of the kingdom : he has been lord 
*of the admiralty, lord of the treaſury, ſecretary at war, 
*and is now vice-treaſurer of Ireland; and all this, with a 


* molt ſallied, not to ſay blaſted character.“ 
Sir William is in the“ Gentleman's Magazine“ 


A ſong by 


for 1736, 


5.103; but the ſubje& renders it improper to be inſerted 
bere. Thoſe by Lady Mary Wortley Montagu and S:c 


Will am Yonge, in the ſixth voli me of Mr, Dodijey's Cole 


leetion, are well known, N. 


Vol. VI. 5 
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3 MISCELLANY POEMS 
Some prove too ſhort, and ſome too tall, 
This is too big, and that too little; 
A fault they 're ſure to find in all: 
Few ever fly to atittle. 


By chance a pair may mect, and love, 
And fpend their lives in bliſs together: 
But when they tumbled from above, 
It muſt be mighty temperate weather, 
From hence the murmuring fair may ſee 
Mens? hearts are not to blame one bit: 


Ouc ſouls would never diſagree, 
If once our bodies did but fit. 


SIR W. YONGE 10 A: LADY, 


ON. HIS RECEIV ING A HURT IN ONE OF HIS EYE, 


O vain are All the joys of man, 

| By nature born to certain ſorrow, 
Since none, not ev'n the wileſt, can 
Inſure the pleaſures of to-morrow ! 
Thefe ever, fo late my envied boaſt, 

By Celia priz'd above all other, 

See one, alas! for ever loſt, 

Its fellow w ceping for its brother. 
Yet ſtill I'm bleſt, while one remains 
To view my lovely Cazha's beauty; 
Her looks will eafe th' acuteſt pains, 
With tendereſt love and chearful duty. 


„ Sor & WB 23 6 259 
Ilad 1 for her in battle ſtrove, 
The fatal blow I'd met with pleaſure; 
And Rill, to prove my conſtant love, | 
With joy I'd loſe my fingle treaſure, 
Ev'n then the beauties of her mind _ 
Would amply bleſs her faithful lover; 
He mutt he deaf, as well as blind, 
| Who can't my Cælia's charms diſcover. 


Ev'n then I'd find one fo! id bliſs, 
Wauich Heaven to me alone diſpenſes ; 

Though deat and blind, her balmy kils 
Would raviſh the remaining ſenſes. 


Ek PIS T LEK TO MR. . 
FY STREWELLIAME TONS 


NSKILL'D in Greek or Roman tongue, 

' Which words are ſhort, and which are long, 
To thee theſe home-ſpun lines I fend, 
Not as a ſcholar, but a friend. 

Here I might ſhew from wiſe example, 
In work elaborate and ample, 
That Homer, though he wrote in Greek, 
Wrote what his mothes taught him (peak, 
Horace and Virgili's learned Latin 
Was what, when boys, they us'd to prate us: 
That all fam'd Bards (except the Dutch, 
It ever there were any ſuch) | 


Have writ the pocms they excel in 
In the lame tongue they learu'd to ſpell in. 
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To thee alone, with greateſt caſe, 


_ 'Tis granted in all ways to pleaſe, 
And, by a gift from heaven miraculous, 


All linguas are to thee vernaculous ; 
That Horace ſelf had ſcarcely known 


Thy thoughts or language from his own. 
Many a lad returns from ſchool, 


A Latin, Greek, and Hebrew fool ; 


In arts and knowledge ſtill a black, a 
Though deeply ſkill'd in Hic, Hæc, Hoc. 
Heavy they tread the up-hill way, 


O'er craggy rocks and foundering clay, 


Till, weary with their road, they ſtop - 


Juſt at the mountain's Jofty top, 
Still poring on the barren ground, 


View not the beauteous proſpect round, 


Which hid behind the ſummit lies, 
Conceal'd from low and vulgar eyes, 


And which alone can amply pay 


The toil and drudgery of the way; | 
From hence they might with tranſport view 


All that the ancient fages knew, 


What they perform'd, and what they 8 


How Tully ſpoke, and Cæſar fought: 


While manners of a world unknown | 
Should guide their youth, and form their own : 
While bright examples lead to fame, 
And vicious teach to fly their ſhame, 


Vet we might ſpare the mighty pains - 


In ſearching ancient dark remains, 


Fiir TOME wo 
Since greater worthies riſe at home, 
And Britain ſcorns to yield to Rome. 
Auguſtus” reign, renown'd for peace, 
For learning, wit, and wealth's increaſe, 
No more we envy, while our land 
Is doubly bleſt from George's hand. 
 Ammon's ſucceſs, and Cæſar's mind, 
To form victorious Marlborough join'd : 
Demoſthenes! and Tully's fame 
Muſt vield ro Walpole's greater name; 
Faction and Strife, to hear his voice, 
Are dumb, and ceaſe their jarrivg noiſe; 
Whole ſenates bow their vielding minds, 
| Like woods before the ſouthern winds : 
Free from deccit and ſervile art, 
He {peaks the dictates of his heart; 
His tongue enchants, his counſel leads; 
Peace enters firſt, and Wealth {ſucceeds : 
His virtue 's through the land conteſt, 
While thus he fooths us to be bleſt. 
If to new ſcenes we turn our view, 
And learning, arts, and wit purſue, 
Our land can furniſh men of fame, 
T” eclipſe the Greek and Roman name. 
Locke ſhall inſtruct and torm our youth, 
And teach their underſtandings truth : 
Vice ſhall look pale, and Virtue thiive, 
Humanity and Friendſhip live, 
While Addiſon our morals cules, 
And proves all villains to be fools. 
= Sþ 5 Newton 
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Newton ſhall lead our raviſh'd {ouls 


Through boundle(s worlds beyond the polesz 


From ſtar to ſtar direct our way, 

As certain, and as fix'd as they. 

Examples were but vain, to prove 

Our nation's boaſt, our country's love: 

A land of patriots, brave and free, 

While all mankind ate ſlaves but we. 

To what a height true wir can reach, 

Let Waller and let Congreve teach. 

And if we needs muſt wine by rules, 

Without th' afliſtance of the ſchouols, 

In flowing veric, and hnes well wrought, 

What Horace, what Quintilian thought, 

(Join'q with a little mother-wit) 

Roſcommon and our Pope have writ. 
The Fair, who beſt the Muſe inſpire, 

Who warm the heart, and tune the lyre, 

Superior to all former dames, 

Intiabit now the banks of Thames. 

Th' Fgvpitan queen the ancients boaſt, 

For whom the well-fought world was loſt, 

Tell me, dear H-——, thou canſt tell, 

Thou know'ſt the dead and living well, 

Could ſhe her laughty charms compare 

With her, who fepreſents her here; 

Old Homer's theme, the Grecian dame, 

Who {et whole nations in a flame, 

No more had been the brautcons prizes 

Lad they beheld Lavinia's cyes , 
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The Greeks for her alone had ſtrove, 
And Paris had been falſe to love. 

Thus taught, and thus inſpir'd, I write 
What friendſhip, and what love indite 
Free from each modern witling's vice, 
Envy, and ſlander, flattery, lies : 

To pleaſe our pride, or gain our end, 
Each jeſt ſhould ſacrifice a friend ; 
While one's ill nature joins to praiſe 
What d'othet's malice Gully ſays. 

In peace my harmleſs minutes paſs 
'Twixt buſineſs, beauty, and a glaſs; 

Nor want I aught my ſoul to chear, 
But thee, to join in pleaſures here: 

Thus may I live till life ſhall end, 

And love my miſtreſs, country, friend. 


A-PASTORAL BALLAD 
BY CHARLES HAMILTON LORD VINNING #, 


DP ever ſwain a nymph adorc 
As I ungrateful Nannv d 
Was ever ſhepherd's heart ſo orte 


Was ever broken heart lo nus? 
My eyes are ſwell'd with tears; but me 
Has never ſhed a tear tor me. : 
; IF 
| * Son to the late earl of Haddington, and father of the 
Ipreſent earl, and alſo of the preſent ceurteſs Stanhope.” Vo 
a fine enderttanding, improved by an exce.cut eeucation, he 
{SH 0 


ue MISCELLANY POEMS. 
If Nanny calld, did Robin ſtay, 
Or linger when ſhe bid me run? 
| She only had the word to ſay, 
And all ſhe aſk'd was quickly done: 
I always thought on her; but ſhe 
Would nc'er beſtow a thought on me. 


To let her cows my clover taſte, 
Have I not roſe by break of day? 
When did her heifers ever faſt, | 
It Robin in his paid had hay? 
Though to my fields they welcome were, 5 
I never welcome was ro her 3 


If Nanny ever loft a ſheep, 
TI cheartul:y did give her two: 
Did not her lambs in ſafery ſleep _ 
Wirhin my folds in froſt and ſnow ? 


Have they not there from cold been free? 
But Nanny ſtil] is cold to me, 


Joived all the engaging qualities of the heart; and, had be 
lived, would have been an ornament to his country. A ten- 
der conſtitution threw him into an early lingering decay, 
and the ſame diſtemper that robbed England of her Shaſteſ— 
bury, deprived her fiſter nation of her Binning, and at ite 
ſame place. He died at Naples, Jan. 25, 1732-3, regretted 
dy all who knew him, near the tomb of that Roman poet 
whoſe writings he ſo highly admired, and whoſe mannes 
he to nearly copied, leaving his father not long to ſurvif! 
his loſs. Another poem by Lord Binning, intituled, The 
„ Duke of Argyle's Levee, ſpoken by Col. Chartres, maf 
be ſeen in Gent. Mag. 1740, p. 87. N. 
= Where 
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PASTORAL BALLAD. 265; 
 Whene'er I climb'd our orchard trees, 
Ihe ripeſt fruit was kept for Nan; 

Oh, how thoſe hands that drown'd her bees 
Were ſtung, I II nc'er forget the pain! 
Sweet were the combs, as ſweet could be; 
But Nanny ne'er look'd ſweet on me. 
If Nanny to the well did come, 
_ * ['was I that did her pitchers fill: 
- Full as they were I brought them home, 
Her corn I carried to the mill. 
Ny back did bear her facks ; but ſhe | 
Would never bear the fight of me. e 


To Nanny's poultry oats 1 gave, -.- . 
Im ſure they always had tlie beſt: 
Within this week her pidgeons have | 

Eat up a peck of peas at leaſt. 

Her little pidgeons kiſs, but ſhe 

Would never take a kifs from me. 
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| Muſt Robin always Nanny woo ? 
And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown ? 

Alas! poor wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon? 
If no relief to me ſhe 'Il bring, 
I'll hang me in her apron-ſtring. 
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* LETTER TO A FRIEND 
TRANSLATED FROM THE LATIN, 


"BEING THE CHARACTER OF A row x LIFE, 
FROM | FENTON 's COLLECTION. 
| AT laſt the grateful Muſe preſumes to ſend 
A preſent to her patron and her friend : 
And, that the preſcnt might be ſure to pleaſe, 
She tends it cloath'd in a poetic drels : 
Satire inſpires, and ſhe attempts to ſoar, 
As dauntleſs as old Drvden did before, 
For who can fit to fee a modern ſcene, 
Or it ne! bine not almoſt burſt with ſpleen > 
How can he bear the novices of rhyme, 


Who murther ſenſe in vile ungodly chime, 
That once has taſted what the ancients wrote, 
How vaſt their genius, how ſublime their thought, 
Where perfect beauty charms in every line, 
Ba hece every ſingle letter ſounds divine? 
Tcl me, it when you read great Dryden o'er, 
Or {carch the riches of Roſcommon's ſtore, 
Do vou got feel fuch tranſport in your mind, 
As it all human cares were caſt behind > _ 
Have not thoſe charms on your diſcaſe prevail'd, 
When all their alkils 2nd their acids fail'd : > 
O that ike them I could pretume to fly, 
Tull ot then tunckul, godlibe energy! 


Thi! 


That 1 like them might with my verſes heal! 
\Who but repeat them, and the patient ell. 
But, oh! my ſluggiſh blood that taſk denies, 

And backward to my heart confus'dly flies : 

Tie ſickly Muſe no longer dares to ſoar, 

Since ſpizeful Phoebus has refus'd the power. 

hut, let by this I wholly feem to want 

Sense to purſue what I 'm oblig'd to grant, 

{endl vou this, in hopes that you M approve. 
Wat comes not from my wit, but from my love. 
You aſk ro know, ſince you have left the town, 
wund courſe I rake to drive my minutes on. 

Ar fix I rife, and ſtudiouſly withdraw = | 

T' ex>lore ſome quirks and quibbles of the law. 
Til twelve (no very plcaling taſk vou Il ſay) 

| torn o'er Coke and Hobart for a plea, 

With many more as pert and dull as thev : 

Names which were never known to Muſe before, 
but vet, by learning ſuch a thriv.ng lore, 

| may at laſt fome wealthy honour get, 

As a reward for all my toil and ſweat : 

[Viillt poets, as the vermin beſt deſerve, 

„lust be content to be admir'd and ſtarve. 

Ariwelve I lay ahde my books, and dine, 

And, if my pockets liberally incline,  -_ 

L :oalt your health in many a glafs of wine. 

[But if my mind 's contracted in itſelf, 

Wich always ſympathiſes with my pelf ; 

Me buſineſs done; when thades obſcure the hills, 

f [lng Poets great ad ſmall repair to Will's 


Which 
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For when a rhymer will vouchſafe to dream, 
It yields as learned liquor as Parnaſſus' ſtream, 


Which is the beſt inſpirer of a theme, | | 


I make up one to crack a ſpright]y jeſt, 


And am as dull and ſpiteful as the reſt : 
Or elſe, my thoughtful gravity to ſhow, | 


I ponder a Gazette, earneſt to know 


How matters are at Mantua or Cracow ; 


At once combin'd in damning judgement fit, 
On Shakſpeare's tragic, and Ben's comic wit; 


Whilſt the ſour critics who have never writ, | | 


That nothing can their rigid cenſures pleaſe, 


But Sophocles or Ariſtophanes. 

Their taunts great Dryden almoſt dies to hear, 
Which wound his ſoul, and fire his patient ear: 
Ex'n his own works muſt bear the grand inqueſt, 
Though claiming equal honour with the beſt : 


At laſt he puts on a reſenting frown, 
Which ſaves their fame, and vindicates his own, 


Here Dons of wit with one another jar, 


Eager to triumph in the learned war: 

The tiny bards and critics flock around, 

To glean their ſcraps, and echo what they ſound : 
Tom D'Urfey ſhows his phiz among the reſt, 


Fam'd for a thouſand ſongs and many a jeſt : 
Had he but ſenſe to keep his aſſes ſaſe, 
The man might now and then provoke a laugh; 


For it he can but ſtifle the buffoon, 

He Il thread a proverb nicely, nay and pun. 
But, if theſe tedious brawls diſpleaſe my ear, 

I travel to the neighbouring theatre: | 
| | N Ard 
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And, if ſome noted monſter 's to be ſhown, 

enter, take my place, and fit me down, | 

To fill the circle of that various crown. 

On my right hand the Bona Robas ſit, 

Who hide their faces to betray their wit: 

For unſeen bluſhes make their clappers bold, 

| To repartee, or ſcandaliſe, or ſcold: 

0n my left hand a gay, ſpruce crow appears, 

Shaking a huge immoderate length of hairs : | 

dach clouds of odour from their heads diſtil, 

We 're buried in perfumes which all the circle fill: 
frer three wretched tunes the curtain 's drawn, 

The mimic crew begins to play the town, 

Where a compendium of the world 1s ſhown, 

Here an old father by a flave is fool'd, 

Back'd by a lover-ſon to ſteal his gold: 

There a fat, lowering, reverend coxcomb ſtares, 

Of voice ſevere, and prodigal of ears: 

His worſhip tays as little as he can, 

Becauſe he writes himſelf an alderman. 

Here ſtands Narciſſus with a careleſs air, 

ln face and dreſs compos'd to wound the fair: 
With ſo much grace his words and actions move, 
It he but ſpeak or walk, ſome Phyllis dies for love. 

| there in his pride a purple emperor ſtands, 
Ard with a nod imagin'd worlds commands : 
The badge of empire on his forchead reigns, 
He ſcems to feel the burthen which he feigns. 
There ſtalks a hero reeking from the wars, 
Boaſting his laurels and diſhoneſt ſcars z 
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Tells how his courage ſtemm'd the raging flood, 
And gain'd the ſhore, and drown'd the fields in blcod. 

The females too are mingled in the ſcene ; . 

One daub'd with. tinſel, of a lofty mien, 

Affects to ſtride in ſtate, and ſtruts a queen. 
One innocent as a young virgin thows, _ 

Another 's a coquette, and bites the beaux. 

One takes a freedom not to be excus'd, 
And one ſhews how hard mothers ſhould be us'd. 
The plot now thickens, where at once I view 

In miniature whatever mortals do: 

Their councils, manners, plotting, and affairs, 

Their follics, vices, affectations, wars: 

But if the play grows dull, and not yet dark, 

I ferk my female friends, and '{quire them to the. park ; 
Where, with ſome chearful chat or amorous play, 
We help to ſhift the lazy hours away. 

Sometimes we talk of love, and what 's its cauſe, 
How wild it wanders umeſtrain'd by laws; _ 
How ftrange its motions leap about the heart, 

And pleaſe us molt, when moſt they make us ſmart : 
How it muſt act to propagate detire, | 
And burn our vitals with a ſecret fire. 
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Hence to the ladies lodgings we retreat, 
And take a game at eribbage or picquet; 
Or bring foie reputation to the teſt, 
Or gaul cur neighbours with fome glancing jeſt 
Tea in the midſt we drink and repartce 

(For ſcandal always goes along with-tea), 
Thus we beguile the hours in full delight, 
Till day turns vp the genial time of niglite : 
EE EY Then 


LETTER TO A FRIEND. 25 


Then tir'd with what I can no more enjoy 

for pleaſure 's luſcious, and will quickly cloy), 
eek my home, and to reheve my pain, 
dcop into bed, and ſnore till fix again. 

Whilſt vou, my friend, the deareſt in my love, 
Inbibe the health of ſome ſweet country grove, 
Ard far from town, remote from noiſe and care, 
Refreſh vour lungs with truly vital air; 

0' may the Gods releaſe vou from your pain, 
ard give you to my widow'd arms again! 
Thus mourn'd Achilles for Patroclus ſlain. 
Grant that the town may yet enjoy your fight, 
A: once vou were, all healthful, vigorous, bright, 
To pals with pleaſing chat the tedious night. 
0! grant me many ſuch without an end, 
As that, in which dear you and one more friend, 
Drank, like the famous bards of YOre, in wine, 
Health and proſperity to all the Nine: 
And gave the bards themſelves a praiſe ſo true, 
could not come from any, but from you. 


ADVICE TO A YOUNG PEER. 

DXA. £.- ATI. 
FROM FEN ITON'S COLLECTION. 

| EST others tempt vour - youth with praiſe not due, 

And tell you what yourſelf roo foon w ould know, 


Lil Flattery's breath with Fortune's blethings ) Join d, 
Jude your virtue, and corrupt your mind; 


Sce vol. V. p. 146. . 
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Study yourſelf, know human nature well, 


The things that ſouls above the vulgar pleaſe ; 
gut view them, ſtripp'd of their enchanting dreſs: 


This dull deſcription of a rural Muſe. 


| Smiles, drinks, and dreams the reliſh long will laſt; 


He deems himſelf for all great actions fit, 
A Cranmer in the church, and Burleigh in the ſtate, 


And gay ideas fill his golden dreams. 


Diſguſt the palate, and pollute his joys, 
Troubles intrude, and worldly cares prevail, 


But can't at home one wanton daughter guide: 
Her death he long revolves, ſhock 'd with def pair, 
The parent and the judge his boſom tear. 


And view the things that make vain mortals ſwell, 


Nor 'midſt thoſe thoughts with raſh diſdain refuſe 


Life in its ſpring diſplays a glorious ſcene, 
Vigorous like April, and like May ſerene, 

The ſtreams of pleaſure flow as neCtar pure, 
AttraCt the fenſes, and the ſoul allure, 
The fond young man is raviſh'd with the taſte, 


And giddy with the fumes, and with conceit, 


Boundleſs his hopes, fantaſtic are his ſchemes, 


But, oh! how ſoon the nauſeous dregs ariſe, 


The brain is heated, and the viſage pale. 

The toils of day invade the peaceful night, 
And ſting the ſoul, and in black dreams affright. 
Auguſtus you will ſtyle thrice happy prince — 
Hear firſt his groans for Julia's vile offence : 
The vanquiſh'd world this godlike man adores, 
This godlike man domeſtic ills deplores ; 

Oer realms of ſtubborn men he can preſide, 


2 


ADVICE TO A YOUNG PEER. 273 
This ſcene appeaſes Cleopatra's ghoſt, | 
Pandaria gives her back what Actium loſt, 

Nor outward ills alone our pride chaſtiſe; 

From our own frame corroding ſorrows riſe. 
Diſeaſes, barbarous armies, havock make, _ 
Vhilſt aches and pangs the yielding fortreſs ſhake. 
geauty and ſtrength are with reluctance fled, 
Poi0ns are drunk, and loathſome rules obey'd; _ 
Tue pulſe oft number'd with a filent care, 

And Death ſeen hovering in the hazy air. 

The ſoul her empire would maintain, but fails, 
or in the ſtrife the mortal part prevails. 

te our undaunted Henry * loth to yield, 

e combats ſickneſs, and will take the field, 
he fearleſs hero in his litter goes, 

ut finds his fever worſe than Gallic foes ; 

[is vigorous mind could cauſe, but cannot heal 
In ill ſo fatal to the public weal. | 
ſanquiſh'd at length, the pious prince retreats, 
Ind in the bloom of life to griſly Death ſubmits, 
But you may ſhun diſeaſes baneful * | 
or pine away in an untimely hour | 
lorole old age, incurable diſeaſe, 

aks on, and ſoon does the freil being ſeize; 
rd with himſelf, he company defires, 

hich ſcornful flies, for company he tires. 
penſive on his ſtaff he walks alone, 

o conſcious what himſelf in youth has done: 
 chang'd his country, that he ſeems to ſtand 
uſcleſs gazer in a foreign land, 


f * Henry the Fifth. N. 
Vor. VI. 1 
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214 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
80 chang” q himſclf, he 's ſcarce the wither d ſhade 
Of the proud thing i in robes of glory clad, _ ; 
Edward &, once active as the joyful ſun, [V Edy. III. 
Loaded with years, himſelf but loads a throne, 
The rays fo languid, and the ſhadows great, 
Almoſt his Engliſh wiſh their ſun would ſet. 
A ſordid woman's + buſy projects ſtain [+ Alice Pierce. | 

The ſplendid annals of that martial reign. 
Still ſome remains of bliſs old age enjoys, 
But Time voracious thoſe remains deſtroys; 
Till it can nought but naked life devour:  Ffhour, 
For this the dotard weeps, and dreads th' approaching 
_ Grim Death regardleſs knows not how to ſave, 
But drags the trembling prey to his ungrateful cave. 
You ſmile, and ca!l this preaching ; be it ſo, 
Bar, Sir, this preaching does relate to you, 
That the chief good you witcly may embrace, 
And add freſh luſtre to an ancient race, | 
Nor trifle with your life, and waſte your days 
In deeds reptoachful, or inglorious caſe. 
Let Reaſon ſway, be deaf to Pleaſure's charms, 
And Death prefer to Circe's wanton arms; 
| Never forget what to your God you owe, 
And cheartul pay what to your country's due, 
Firm to your friend, and to yourſelf be true. 
Be decent ; but no ſlave to empty rules, 
The wiſe-man's torture, and the joy of fools. 
Thus hoary Mentor ſpeaks, who loves you well, 
And beſt the dangers of your ſtate can tell! 
You yawn, and lay, \ you 're ſafe; I ſay no more, 


Bat think what creatures ſwarm on Nile's too fertile vt 
-A 16 
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A WISH TO THE NEW YEAR 1703. 


ANUS! great leader of the rolling year, 
Since all that 's paſt no vows can e'er reſtore, 
But jovs and griefs alike, once hurried oer, 
No longer now deſerve a ſmile or tear: 
Cloſe the fantaſtic ſcenes — but grace 
With brighteſt aſpects thy fore-face, 
| While Time's new offspring haften to appear. 
With lucky omens guide the coming hours, 
Command the circling Seaſons to advance, 
And form their renovated dance,  _[powers. 
Wich flowing pleaſures fraught, and bleſs'd by friendly 


Thy month, O Janus! gave me firſt to know. 
A mortal's trifling cares below; 
My race of life began with thee. 
Thus far, from great misfortunes free, 
Contented, I my lot endure, 
Nor Nature's rigid laws arraign, 
Nor ſpurn at common ills in vain, 
Which Folly cannot ſhun, nor wiſe Reflection cure, 
But, oh !—more anxious for the year to come, 
I would foreknow my future doom. 
Thea tell me, Janus, canſt thou lpy 
_ Events that yet in embryo lie, 
For me, in Time's myſterieus womb ? 
Tell me—nor ſhall 1 dread to hear 
A thouſand accidents ſevere ; 
I'll fortify my ſoul the load to bear, 
It love rejected add not to its weight, 
To finiſh me in woes, and cruſh me down with fate. | 


From Fenton's Collection, and probably by himſelf, N. 
T 2 But 
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But if the Goddeſs, in whoſe charming eyes, 
Muꝰ oure clearly written than in Fate's dark book, 
My joy, my grief, my all of future fortune lies; 
If ſhe muſt with a leſs propitious look 
Forbid my humble ſacrifice, 
Or blaſt me with a killing frown z 
If. Janus, this thou ſceſt in ſtore, 
Cut ſhort my mortal thread, and now 
Take back the gift thou didſt beſtow ! 
Here let me lay my burden down, 
And ceaſc to love in vain, and be. a wretch no more, 


10 SIR GEORGE LYTTELTON, 


ON HIS HOUSE AT HAGLEY. 
BY RICHARD MEADOWCOURT “, M. A. 


ERE Pallas dwells : ſhe built theſe ſtately towers 
-= On claſſic ground, and near Parnaſſian hills; 
She form'd (theſe {miling lawns, theſe ſolemn bowers, 
Theſe ever murmuring ſtreams, and ever tinkling rl, 
Deliglued with her Lyttelton's domains, 
Where ſit the Muſes, and Apollo reigns. 
Though Hagley's dome for graceful ſtrength may vie 
With Grecian domes, and down from age to age 
The tooth of Time and Envy ſhall defy; 
Thy learned pen and thy hiſtoric page, 
O Hagley's juſtly honour'd Lord! fhall raiſe 
A far more laſting monument of praiſe, 


* Fellow of Merton College, Oxford; prebendary of v Wor⸗ 
ceſter, and author of «A Critical Diſſertation on Paradiſe Re- 
ga bed, 1748.” He died Sept$, 1760. Some intereſting particu- 
lars of him may be ſeen in Mr. Duncombe's Collection 0 
Letters of Eminent Perſons,” vol. III. p. 75. N. 
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N AG Ex A POE * 
| INSCRIBED TO JOSEPH ADDISON, ESQ. 
BY VR. WEBSTER *, OF CHRIST-CHURCH, OXON 
This poem was Written laſt Summer [ 1712],.upon the fol- 
lowing occaſion: the Spectator's account of the “ Diſtreſſed 
« Mother” had raiſed the author's expectation to ſo high a 
pl itch, that he made an excurfion fram college to fee that. 
tragedy acted, and upon his return was commanded by the 
Dean to write upon the Art, Rife, and Progreſs of the 
Englith ſtage ; which how well he has performed is now 
ſubmitted to the judgement of that worthy gentieman to 
y hom it is inſcribed. Wess rn. 
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INC. all the din of war begins to ceaſe, 
And Britain's harraſs'd ſons expel a peace, . 
dince now her prudent ſenators deſign 
To change their laurels for the Gallic vine, 
To view lb horrid ſcenes of death prepare 
The painted terrors of a theatre; 8 1 
Where Nats ſtill rages in the Poet's lines. | 19 
Where the ſwoln flood till recks in wariixe rhymes, . 
Where cannons but in loud deſcriptions roar, 
Nor wave in echoes frighttul to the ſhore; 
Where the ſhrill trump pet 1 clangor charms the car, 
And beauteous lo; withour trembling, hear 
Tiz loud-mouth'd thunder of a fancicd war; 


* This poem is afcribed by Jacob to Mr. Revnardioa, of 
« Bajiol Cult, ge, fon of a Turkey merchant, collectur of the. 

* cyſtors at Briſtol, and author of an excellent ode on Divine 
„ Yerevance.” I can only ſay that the nzme. of Weber 1s 
printed in the title-page of the original edition of 1513 3 .aads 
that the poem is well worth preſerving. N. 
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If by an unfeign'd wound 250 bero dies, llexes 
Love ſhoots the guilty darts from their too murderou; 
Nigh where“, as when on Naſeby's fatal * 
The brazen ſteed the royal martyr reins, 
A convent once (if we may credit Fame, 
And till the garden keeps its ancient name) 
A convent once there ſtood, a ſirufture made | 
To ſhun the world, where now the world is play'd; 
How decently twas built, what ſ'ns t atone, 
What order fill'd the place, is yet unknown. 
Perhaps the ſpot where now ſtands Powell's + ſtage, 
Where Punch chaſtifes ſpouſe with prompted rage, 
Was then fome Friar's cell, where all unſcen 
The pious Father fed his ſacred ſpleen ; 
Nor Fiends nor Witches then were ſ{ccn to fly, 
While Prieſts and Holy- water were ſo nigh. 
No Lovers there in rhyme rehears'd their moan, 
Bur if a tigh was heard, 'twas penitence alone. 

As length the world broke-in, and now the Player 
Attracts the Beau, the Critick, and the Fair; 

E. ven in the place which once the Monk Nane 
(Strange ſhift of ſcenes I) far Dominick 's | the jeſt. 
Sweet is the flouriſh = the curtain draws, 

Sweet is the crowded theatre's applaule ; 

Sweet are the ſtrains when billing Lovers parle, 
But rough the cat-call and the Critick's ſnarl. 
Rough was the language, unadorn'd the ſtage, 
And mean Ins hero's drefs in Shakſpeare” > age : 


. *.. Char: ng-Croſs. W.. | 
+ Under ihe prazzas of Covent Garden: See the Goatan) Scan- 
plaint, and an encomium on Powell, in the Spectator, N © 14 a 


* Dryden's 4% Spanith Fr yar.“ W. ** 
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xo ſcepter'd Kings in royal robes were ſeen, 
Scarce could her guard defend their tinſel'd Queen, 
Scarce could the houſe contain the liſtening ſhoal, 
scarce had the mimic thunder room to roll; | 
But then wives, ſubjects, friends, 'tis ſung, were mw | 
And beaux (if ſuch in England were) were few: 
Rare were their follies : this the moderns found, 
And prudently, ſince knaves and ſots abound, 
Since crimes enlarge, and topperies prevail, 
Enlarg'd the ſtage, which ought to be their flail. 
Now ſoars the theatre, a ſtately pile, | 
Itfeif an emblem of the tragic ſtvle, 
Firm to its baſe, vet lofty to the fight, 
Lofty, yet each way equal to its height, 
Plain as the ſhepherd-nymph in ruilet weeds, 
Yet graceful as the actreſſes it breeds : 
Exch meaneſt object props the main deſign, 
Art, Nature, Uſe, and Ornament combine. 
Here wreath'd Apollo with his heavenly ly re 
Inflames the Muſes with poctic fire, 
Their tuneful ſtrains the jocund Muſes ſing, 
And tributary Bards their incenſe bring; _ 
The God, with pleaſing looks and crowns of bavs, 
Smiles on their labours, and rewards their lavs. 
Here have I ſeen (and oh the pleafing fight !) 
Love, Hate, and Fury, in their trueſt light; 
Here, when his crimes in publick glar'd, 1 've ſcen 
The bluſhing letcher curſe the babbling ſcene, 
Whilſt he whom conſcious Innocence f{ecures, 
Unleſs. when Virtue wrongs or {corn endures, 


14 | | Snules 
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Smiles unconcern'd, as Socrates is ſaid 

T have fat at Athens when the Clouds “ were play'd, 
Sometimes the Tragic Muſe deſtruQtion breathes, 
And ſtrews th' embattled fcene with bloodlefs deaths; 
Sometimes a merrier garb the Drama wears, 

And every vice and every folly ſneers. pH 6 
His judgement great, and great muſt be his craft, 
That undertakes to make his audience laugh ; 

*Tis not a natural ninny muſt be ſhown, 
Ex poſe the coxcomb, not the ſimple ton. 
The barbarous wretch, that toils to ridicule 
An hon«e'(?, harmleſs, unconcened fool, 

As well, with Hamlet in the play, might ſlave 
| To prove a villain is an errant knave. ; 
When Shadwell gives his ideot clown + a miſs, 
Gorg'd with the nauſeous aſs, true criticks hifs, _ 
Hiſs, and with reaſon bid the (cribbling niſy, 
Go read Quintilian f de mowvend) riſu. 
Nothing can more provoke a righteous ſpleen 

(Like that of Collier) than an impious ſcene. 
In Spain their martyr'd Saints (a fight prepoſterous) 
Kneel on the ſtage, and ſing their Pater Noſters. 


The © Clouds,” a play of Ariſtophanes, where Socrats 
is throughout ſatiriſed, at which, when repreſented, he ws 
preſent, and ſhewed not the leaſt concern, V.. 

+ Young Hartford, in his “ Lancaſhire Witches.” W. 
1 « Stulta reprehendere facillimum eſt, nam ex ſe ſunt ti 
| Reals: ſed rem urbanam facit aliqua ex nobis adjectio. 


Qeintilian. . 0 
Thi 
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This error claims the contrary extreme, 
Religion 1s for plays too great a theme, 
A theme that aſks a more reſpected coat, 
A tongue that does not only move by rote. 

Let thoſe who dare attempt the Tragic Muſe, 
Some ſtandard author for their pattern chuſe; 
The man who Nature reconciles with Art, ; 
Who knows each paſs, each folding of the heart, 
Who tyranniſes o'er the ſoul, is he: 15 
Such Shak ſpeare was, ſuch Addiſon will be. 

Such Shakſpeare was indeed; for who can guard 
His inmoſt ſou], when Shakſpeare plies it hard ? 
Can he that has a child, an only child, 
As Hotſpur headſtrong, and as Falſtatf wild, 
See Bolingbroke in anguiſh for his ſon, 
See the king's ſorrows, and forget his own : 
And can that child behold Lear's good old age, 
All dropping wet, come frantic on the ſtage, 
Or hear that imp!ous pair his daughters play'd, 
Yet not his own ingratitude upbraid? 
He muſt, he muſt, 'tis Shakſpeare reprimands; 
| What guilt ſo bold his pious pen withſtands ? 

All hail, immortal Bard, thy Mute diſarms 
Exch vice, and even when a flattern charms. 
Thou canſt celeſtial ſentiments expreſs, 
| Or necromantic rites in all their horrors dreſs, 
do the fam' d God of Eloquence (who ſmil'd 
On thy great birth, and choſe thee for his child) 
In either region's language did excel, 

At once th' interpreter of Heaven and Hell, 


Immortal 
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Immortal Bard, all hail ! may every Spring 
Around thy tomb the Nymplis of Avon bring! 
| Around, ye grateful Nymphs, around him tread, 
Record his beauties, and bemoan him dead. 

All hail, immortal Bard! thee witlings damn, 
For errors ſcarce enough to prove thee man: 
Errors there are, for who ſo partial ſees 
The Prince of Playwrights in his Pericles ? 

But when the youthful Dane to raptures ſwells 

At the ſad tale his poiſon'd father tells; 
When Czfar triumphs, when his murderers plot, | 
When Hecate deccives the valiant Scot ; 

When Fairies round the ring, when Spirits fly, 
Compell'd by magick from their native ſky, 
I know him then, 1 know the Muſc's ſhrine, 
Tis he, 'tis he himſelf, tis Shakſpeare, 'tis divine. 
None may attempt the next great Poet's fame, 

Whilſt Denham's numbers blazon Jonſon's name; 
Twas he firſt methodis'd the Muſe's rage, 

To him we owe correctneſs on the ſtage; 
By tracing Jonſon's humouriſts and lays, 


Even blundering Shadwell now and then can pleaſe. 


Apollo thus to bend his bow, 'tis laid, 
Upon a ſenſeleſs ſtone bis lyre he laid; 
Th' infectious harmony the marble caught, 
His inſtrument a new one ſtrait begot ; | 
The ſtone when ſtruck on imitating ſtill 
In feeble ſounds the maſter godhead's ſcill. 
Shadwell perhap. may coaſt along the ſhore, 
But tears the dangerous ugly deep t explore, 


Jonſon 
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ſonſon alone with wit and judgement braves 
he riſing ſtorm, and quells the raging waves; 
Here diſtant twinkling beauties rarely meer, 
There's a bright galaxy of dazzling wit. 

But like the Graces, moving hand in hand, 

Fletcher and Beaumont next the crown command: 
Tic fi ſt too far preſuming on his wit, 
Is laviſh lays Juxuriantly writz 
Whilſt Beaumont model'd every darling thought, 
And interpos'd his beautifying blot, 
Taught him to manage the Picrian ſteed, 
Or curb him cloſe, or urge his utmolt ſpced. 
Minerva thus, to rout the Thracian God, 
In the ſame chariot with Tydides rode; 
She wields the whip, his forward courage chides, 
His fiery ſelf and fiery courſers guides, 
Now checks their haſte, now thunders o'er the plain; . 
The Hero darts the ſpear, the Goddeſs rules the rein. 
Fletcher, when fir d with a poetic heat, 
Was ever rambling after rant and wit ; 
Twas then his friend, all fortify'd with rules, 
Siow'd him the ſcene could tickle none but fools. 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, the guilty Poet ſtood, 
And bluſh'd himſelf ſhould ever think it good. 

So Bacchus, when he drove his conquering car 
Oer {un-burnt climes, and urg'd the Indian war, 
Soon as the generous grape had reach'd his head, 
lis troops to many a raſh adventure led 
dlenus ſaw the fault, by his advice 
The God allay'd his rage, and cool'd his cup with ice. 

3 | Long 
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Cong felt the Drama an inglorious dearth, 

Nor wept the Tragic Muſe, nor ſmil' the Comic Mink, 

Ar lengrh his yre harmonious Dryden ſtrung, 

Excell'd in both, and both alternate ſung. 

At firſt indeed he made his heroes rant, 

Or quibbled Folly in his Wild Gallant : 

But, as in muſic, when the artiſt long 

Has try'd each note, and dwelt upon the ſong, 

The itrings become familiar to his hand, 

Around his lute the Graces take their ſtand ; 

He riſes in his ſkill, the crowd controls, 

And robs his raviſh'd audience of their ſouls. 

Our Author ſo, when perfect in his art, 

 Alarm'd the brave, and ſeiz d the fair-one's heart, 
So Nature's workmanſhip, in paint difplay'd, 

By mellowing Time more beautiful is made. 
So Nature's ſelf, whom he ſo well could paint, 

Acts as at firſt the ſuffer'd ſome reſtraint : 

The tender babe of lefs than pigmy fize, 

Wrapt up and jellving in the cradle lies, 

By juſt degrees his little limbs dilate, 

By juſt degrees improves his growing ſtate, 

At length he ſtretches to his utmoſt ſpan, 

And looks, and talks, that lordly creature, Mans 
But what fo potent charm, what chain ſo ſtrong, 

Can curb or ſiſence the malicious tongue? 

Superior merit on the Laureat drew | 

A Blackmore, Milbourne, and a Montagu ; 

Angred at laſt, he threw his pencil down, 

| Nor ſtrove again to pleaſe a thankleſs town. 

4 ae OT Wray 
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Wrapp'd in the Prophet's robe aroſe his friend, e 
ongreve alone the Hero's bow could bend, 
Congreve, his ſecond- ſelf, his Congreve roſe, 
And ſoars like Dryden, and like Dryden flows. 

Thus did Achilles from the duſty plain 
Laden with bays and injuries abſtain; 
But when Parroclus to the battle went, 
His golden panoply the Hero lent; 
And him ſo well the mighty arms became, 
do like Achilles all his graceful frame, 
both hoſt a-gaze the raging war ſuſpend, 
od none but Phœbus knows him from his friend. 
Thy Comic Muſe, and truſt me, Congreve, * 
Vith greater truth than Foreſight ® prophecy, 
ar as thy Ben can ſail, or waters flow, 
Receiv'd with praiſe thy Comic Muſe ſhall go; 
Bleſs her, ye Lovers, for from her the Fair 
are learnt to prize the conſtant in deſpair, 
o more your ſighs, no more your tears are ſcorn'd, 
ut © Love for Love” ſhall ever be return'd. 
Some know the ſock and ſome the buſkin's pace, 
ut Congreve treads in both with equal grace; 
Vien dreſs'd in widow'd weeds his Muſe appears, 
ho can refuſe the“ Mourning Bride” his tears? 
So when Adonis dy'd, her grief became, 
ell as her former mirth, the laughter-loving dame. 
ong would the labour be, and vain the toil, 
o ſing the maſter-ſtrokes of Otway's ſtile, 


oy. See © Love for Love.“ W. 


* An illiterate old fellow, pretending to underſtand aire. 


Ev'n 
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Ex'n the moſt loyal muſt his Pierre: commend, 
Nor can his Orphan ever want a friend. 4 
Read Etherege, you that would appear gen: eel; 
The friend, the father, and rhe. miſtreſs; ! Steele: 
How ſoft the ſcene where Cibber paints the beau 
How manly * Wycherley ! how moving Rowe! 

The lays how ſtrong | how pathonate the page! 
When Granville's Agamemnon mounts the ſtage! 
How loud the din when his magicians ght! 
When good Urganda +. battles for her knight, 

Spirits of air with Demons dire engage, 

Loud thunder burſts in volleys, lightnipgs rage, 

| Shoots the blue ghaſtly. gleam acroſs the darken'd ſtage 

And thou, O Addiſon, no more detain _ | 

The free-born Cato 2, ſtruggling in his chain; 

*T1s Liberty he loves, diſcloſe thy vaſt deſign, 

And let us ſee that every Muſe is thine. 

And now the Iſis proudly rears her head, 

See ger her flowery lawns the Goddels tread, 

Thee, Heliconian Deity, 1 know, 

Accept the verſe thy ſtreams have taught to flow, 

But hark ! ſhe claims aloud the laurel wreath, 


TIoo bind the temples ot her darling Smith, 


Alas! to hind his temples he's no more, 
But wanders ſilent on the Stygian hore; 
> An epithet peculiar to Wrcherley. See vol. v. . $352. 


+ His“ Britiſh Enchanters.” W. 
t Though Mr. Addiſon's celebrated nile was not co 


pleted when this poem was written; four acts of it, whic 


had been planned during his travels, had been read by ſever 


ol his friends. See Dr. Johnton's Life of Addiſon. N. 
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Long tince the promis Bard in all his any 2056 
In blooming beauty, Itke his Phædra died. 
0 were the Youth, the Youth ſo long deplor'd, 
Like his Hippolitus to life reſtor'd, 
Meriads bf heroes ſhould with him revive, 
And in his labour'd lags triumphant live. 
by hold! To ſing ſuch Poer's: praiſe requires 

A genius great as Addiſon's or theirs. 
Do thou, mv Muſe, deſcribe the bright abodes © 
Of wits, of cits, of critics, beaux, and bawds, | i 
Of renal emperors, and carthling gods. 
Low hes the tribe, commanded by the box, 
That damn a play, or fign 1 it orthodox, 1 
The pit they fill, the pit where punks patrol, 
Theſe look a luring leer, and thoſe a gloomy ſcowl; 
Footman and *prentice bawl in upper air, 12 2 
Bright in che middle ſits enthron'd the fair. 
But neither footman's ideot laugh can pleaſe, 
Nor wounds the fiercer critic's envious hiſs ; 
Deign but, ye citeles of the fair, to ſmile, 
Well is the Poet paid for all his labour'd ſtyle. 

Now turn, and ſee, where, loaden with her freight, 
A damſel ſtands, and orange-wench 1s hight ; 
Se! how her charge hangs dangling by the rim, 
dee! how the balls bluſh o'er the baſket-brim; 
Bur little thoſe ſhe minds, the cunning belle 
Has other fiſh to fry, and other fruit to fell : 
dee! how ſhe whiſpers yonder youthful peer; 
Sec! how he ſmiles, and lends a greedy ear. 
At length 'tis done, the-note o'er orange wrapt 
Nas reach'd the box, and lies in lady's lap; _ 
Os = Such 
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Such Atalanta was, ſuch golden fruit. | 

Gain'd the fair murdereſs in the hot purſuit. 

Poor pretty proſtitute, thou kind relief 

To longing Lady, and to Gallant's grief; 

May that ſoft hand which both the boxes know, 
Plump as thy orange in their ſervice grow ; 

Still vend thy fruit, ſtill give the billet right, 

So may both colours in thy cheeks unite, 

The fruit's vermillion, and the biller's white! 

But hark, a fight! by ſome briſk ſpark indited, 

It is decreed the ladies muſt be frighted, 

I hear the ſoldiers and the clarions roar, 

And ſee rhe battle enters at the door, 

Some two diſtinguiſh'd chicfs decide the cauſe, 

Vo like true heroes bleed to gain applauſe. 

Porters in red with brandiſh'd whinyard vie, 


Fight as good friends, and for their living die; 


Here ſome the ſabre's blunted terrors wield, 
There javelins ſplinter on the ſun-bright ſhie ld, 
Their foils claſh horrible, their faulchions jar, 

A harmleſs hubbub, and a pointleſs war; 

Each chiet ſubmits to what his roll decrees, 
Or conquers bravely, or as bravely dies. 
Meanwhile with throats expanſive, viſage glum, 
Legions of ſtentors trumpet, ſhout, and drum, 
Sound an alarm, retreat, rout, rally, overcome. 
So have I ſeen, when cuſtard was the prize, 


| Whole troops of trencher-men and trainbands riſe, 


Like more than men with formidable pride, 


Charge to the mid. dinner * 8 


} 


| 


Preſent 
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Preſent.their pieces, pop, huzza around, 
And ſhake themſelves, and ſhake the ſmoking ground. 


With beamy gems, the cuiraſs richly lac'd, 
The waving plumage, and the burniſh'd creſt ? 


day, whence their armour, whence the caſk enchas'd 


Say whence the hero's helm, the king's tiar, 

And whence in gory robes aſlaſhn'd ſpectres glare? 
High o'er the ſtage there lics a rambling frame, 
Which men a garret, players the tire-room name; 

Here all their ſtores (a merry medley) ſleep, 

Without diſtinction huddled in a heap. 
Hung on the ſelf-ſame peg, in union reſt 

Young Tarquin's trowſers and Lucretia's veſt, 

Whilſt, without pulling coifs, Roxana lays 

Cloſe by Statira's petticoat her ſtays. 

 Hard-by a quart of bottled lightning lies, 

A bawl of double uſe, and monſtrous fize; 

Now rolls it high, and rumbles in its ſpeed, 

Now drowns the weaker crack of muſtard-ſeed, 

So the true thunder, all array'd in ſmoak, 

Lanch'd from the ſkies now rives the knotted oak, 

And ſometimes, nought the drunkard's prayers availy 

Ah! ſometimes condeſcends to ſour ale. 

Near theſe ſets up a dragon-drawn calaſh, 

There a ghoſt's doublet gapes a frightful gaſh, 

In crimſon wrought the ſanguine floods abound, 

And ſeem to gutter from the ſtreaming wound. 

tlere Iris bends her various-painted arch, 

There paſteboard clouds in ſullen order march; 
Vo . VI, U . Here 


day, whence the coat of mail, the temper'd ſpear? } 
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| Here ſtands a crown upon a rack, and there 
A witch's broomſtick by great Hector's ſpear ; 
| Here ſtands a throne, and there the Cynick's tub, 
Here Bullock's® cudgel, there Alcides' club. 
Brads, plumes, and ſpangles, in confuſion rife, 
WW hilt rocks of Cornith diamonds reach the ſkies. 
Creſts, corſelets, all the pomp of battle join, 
In one ettulgence, one promiſcuous ſhine. 

Hence all the Drama's decorations riſe, 
Hence Gods detcend majeſtic from the ſkies, 
Her.ce Playhouſe Chiefs, to grace fome antique tale, 
Buckle their coward limbs in warlike mail. | 
ich what an air, from this their magazine 
Equipp'd, old Betterton adorn'd the {cene ! 
Old Betterton, on whole ſerapluc tongue 
Mirth, maicfty, and fluent fatire hung ; 
He, by Religion a Tragedian made, 
pia virtuoss parts, and liv'd the parts he play'd f. 
Ile Qourith'd long; and long deliberate Fate 
Spar'd him, in pity to the Tragic State. 
Ar length he fell; decay'd the Stage's pride, 
The Laureat 1 ftcken'd, and the Scribbler died; 
 Forif the firit a piece contummare drew, 
V;om him each gracetul ſticke receiv'd its due; 
Nor could the Jaſt ſo bad a ſcene indite, 
But nis judicious action ſet it 1ight; 


z Bullock was a low comedian, celebrated for performing 
arts of teſty ald men. He died Tune 18, 1733. R. 

+ To the credit oithes excellent performer, every writer 

io has menticned him joins in this tribute . of julſlice to 
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Still. at che worſt or beſt of plays, tlie town 
With pleaſure liſten'd to their Betterton. 
So in the ſenate, be it to declare 
A well-concerted peace, or dreadful war, 
The ſame delight, the ſame applauſe, is ſhown 
B. Anna's peers, when Anna mounts the throne, 
With other looks, yet ſcarce inferior grace, 
Nokes ® trod the ſtage, and ſhambled in his pace, 
Peaſant buffoon! to what an artful {crea | 
fl wither'd chops the merry whoreſon drew! 


What pencil can veicribe hs groteſque mien, 

"The cuckold's ſneaking leer, the noncon grin, 
e wire-hung limbs, ſunk eyes, and pecked chin! 
Thus furniſh'd, thus deform'd, thus bent with age, 
With teeble ſteps he limp'd acrols the tage, 


* © Nokes was an actor of a quite di Fe Trent genius from any 
I ave ever read, heard of, or ſeen, fince or before his time; 
and yet his general excellence may be compretended in one 
article, viz. a plain and palpable fimplicity of nature. — IIis 
erſon was of the middle ſtze, his voice clear and audible: 
als natural countenance grave and ſober; but the moment 
obe, the ſettled ſeriouſpeſs of his features was utterly 
Charged, and a dry, drolling, laughing levity took ſuch zul! 
eſſion of him, that L can only reter the idea of him to your 
mation. In fome of his low characters that became it, he 
tad a hatlling ſhamble in his gait, with fo contented an ig- 
dorance in his aſpect, and an avkward abſu d] ty in his gel- 
2 that had you not known him, you would not have be— 
ved that naturally he could have had a grain of common, 
ene.“ Sce his character more at large in C:bber's A; 101ogys 
. 115; whence this thart note is extracted, N. | 
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There, drawling nonſenſe from his haggard jaws, 
Diſpell'd the ſpleen which Betterton had caus'd, 
In Homer thus the ſlave and hero charms; 
Theriites pleaſes, but Achilles,warms. 
Stil may you live, immortal AQors, crown'd, 
Still may your praiſe from pole to pole reſound, 
For fii!l you live—in Cuſt the vulgar lie, 
But never muſt theatric heroes die; 
| Secure of fame, the ſtroke of fate they brave, 
As if, by acting Death, they learn'd ro mock the rave. 
Whillt Shakſpeare's, Dryden's, Rowe's, and Otway's 
Are ſung, and flouriſh in the book of fame; [name, 
Barry * and Bracegirdle * ſhall ſhare their RODE 
And lire for ever in the Poet's lavs. 

Here would I ſettle, here my 3 raiſe, 
And ranſack Waller to complete their praiſe : 
Powell + forbids; and, with a haughty tone, 
Frowning, demands to have his merits known. 


And great they are, and worthy to be ſung; 


But oh! stin dwelling on their owner's tongue; 


His as the voice of war he mouths his roll, 


Each accent twangs majeſtically full. 
| When Alexander dies, he gives the fair 
Tortures as great as thoſe he ſeems to bear; 
Wehen Oedipus rends forth his eyes, with tears 
Fach ſorrowing beauty almoſt puts out hers ; 


Ihe two pr: inc ipal Aarefſes. Of theſe, ſee ſeveral cun 
ous particulars in Cibber, p. 132, 141. N. 
+ Ot Powell, who was «© vain enough to envy Better 
25 his rival,” lee Cibber, p- 166. N. . 
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When, by Hermione's diſdain undone, 
Diſtraction ſeizes Agamemnon's ſon, 
With artful rattling wheeze, he draws his breath, 
deems in the very agonies of death; 
He foams, he ſtares, he ſtorms a madding note, 
And all the Fury thunders in his throat. 
A godlike air, quick eye, and accent ſmooth, 
With all the manly graces, ſhine in Booth. 
Blefs'd with an aweful port and lordly mien, 
The pleas'd ſpectator dreads a king in Kerne“. 
Not fo in airy Wilks; with cheartul grace, 
The careleſs rake fits ſparkling in his face. 
Others there are, whoſe voice and geſture claim 
In pompous verſe a never-dying fmt 
Others there are but how ſhould we deſcribe - 
he various beauties of the diſtant tribe? 
We hop'd, alas! we hop'd a nearer view , 
And farther, farther ſtill our wiſhes flew ; 
* Theophilus Keene was a performer of no very great re- 
utation. He was born of Diſſenting parents, and educated 
! the Preſbyterian academy in Little Britain, being denigucd 
5 his relations for a Diſſenting teacher. A ſtrong propenf tx 
jo the Stage inducing him to counteract the intentions of h.s 
riends, he abandoned them, and went into a company of 
Frollers, with whom he continued till he wa. received at 
rury Lane. This theatre he afterwards quitted for that at 
F-ncolns Inn Fields, and was joint manager with Chriſtopher 
Pollock. He was thrown from his horſe ſome time in the 
ear 1718, and died a ſew days after at the age of 38 years. 


De majeſty of his performance is ſpoken of by ſeveral of 
S panegyrifls, R. + The Players laſt ſummer w ere 


Ned to play at Oxford d, bot were ordered away. W. 
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Bit oh! thofe hopes : are o'er; and, grief to ſay, 
Superior gravity has gain'd the day &. 
Vet tax not us, Tragedians; tax not thoſe 
Who never can be real merit's foes ; 
We grudge you neither refuge nor applauſe, 
You: ſelves forbid, yourfelves your abſence cauſe, 
The fatal cauſe is fatal excellMace, 
Tis your own Santlow + baniſhes you hence; 
For ſhoutd ſhe hither all her beauties bring, 
Nothing but her each youthful tongue would fing ; 
Learning tefs fair would thine ; and every Muſe, 
Tor brighter beauties ſcorn'd, heb lover loſe. 

Should Oldfield then, the bright-eved Oldfield join, 
Her complicated charms, her en divine; 
Should ſhe, like Hector's widov, as of late, 
NIourn her Aſtyanax's } double fate; 
All, all would love her like Achilles' ſon, 
All would like him be taken, and undone. 
Lis ſaid young Ammon ||, when retura'd from war, 
Was with an eunuch's action ta'en ſo far, 


204 


De. Warton obſerves, that many of Dryden's Prologue: 
wire written-on occaſion of the Players going to Oxford; © 
euitom, ſays he, for the neglect of which no good reaſon 
can be atugned ; and which was introduced by that pole 

(holar and lenfible governor Dr. Ralph Bathurſt, Dean d 

Wale and Prefident of Trinity College, while he was Vict 

Chancellor of the Un: werfity. appears from C:bbers 

b , that the players went to Oxford after the perfor: 
ice of Cato, R. 

4 Atterwards Mrs. Booth, She lived til! Jan. 15,1773. L 
Her part in the“ Diſtreſſed Mother.“ W. 
Metten, in the Life of Alexander. W. 
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That, ſpite of royalty, he leap'd for joy, 

Leap'd from his throne, and kiſs'd the ſervile boy. 
On conld he but have ſcen upon the ſtage 
Otdiicld in the forſaken Loveit “ rage; 

ruck with the ſight, the fon of Libyan Jove 
From admiration ſoon had rofe to love; 

A warmer kiſs had given the nuptial ſign, 

And all Statira's coaqueror been thine. 

And vet, with all their beauties, all their care, 
Nor Santlow, Wilks, nor Oldfield, plcaſe the fair. 
Bicſs'd with their praiſe, Italian ſongſters tluive, 
beaver- race, that geld themſelves to live. 
S'range force of whimly ! that the fair thould prize 
A warbliag vagabond whom all deſpiſe! 
Ev'n to himſelf of old an eunuch feem'd 
Worſe than a beaſt, though now ſo much eſteem'd; 
Eo frogs by Frenchmen are as Gaintics ftew'd, 
And what was Egypt's plague as France's food, 

How odd the fancy, how abſurd the fight ! 
To ſce that Hercules , who in one night 
Full fifty dames in hear of blood contented, 
Now by a faplefs gelding repreſented ; | 


With greater juſtice fiom the Lydian queen, 

Skice dwindled from a man, he learn'd to ſpin. 
For loftier lays, and nodler chiefs than theſe, 

Tit ingenious t builder rais'd his edifice; 

The architect, whole everv work proclaims 

The Terence and Vitruvius of his times; 


* charaQer in Fihereg ge's Man of Mode. N. 
T A new O; Pe ra fo cal! ed. . 
5 


+. Vanbrugh; of whom, fee vol. IV. p. 3 


5 „ 
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The builder—bur a nobler ſtructure's praiſe, 

A nobler architect, commands my praiſe, 

A princeſs, who, by righteous arms abroad, 

At home by fifty temples rais'd to God, 

At once the French and Stygian tyrant braves, 

At once the chriſtian and the ſubject ſaves. 

Ilus's niggard ſon “, to raiſe his Troy, 

The Gods and great Alcides did emplov ; 

That done, ungrateful crew, nor would defray. 
His hero and the hireling powers their pay ; 

But our more pious Princeſs, who no leſs _ 
From Heaven and Marlborough has deriv'd ſucceſs, 
By giving Blenheim and thefe piles, has given 
Their juſt rewards to a and Heaven. 


TO A LADY TN 4A FEVET 
| FROM RALPH” 8 COLLECTION. 


A ROUND your couch while fighting Lovers view, 
Wit, Beauty, Goodneſs, ſuffering all in you, 
80 mournful is the ſcene, "tis hard to tel! 
Which face betrays the ſick, and which the well: 
They feel not their own pains while yours they ſhare 3 
Worſe tortur'd now, than lately by deſpair. 
For bleeding veins a late relief is found, 
When iron red hot, by burning ſtops the wound, 
Their former anguiſh now they wiſh t' endure, 
And would on any terms obtain your cure. 
© Grant Heaven! they cry, this moment our deſire 
To lee! her well, though we the next expire !” 


* LaomcQon.. D. TO 
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TO THE HON. MISS YORKE®, 
(AFTERWARDS LADY ANSON#,) 


ox HER COPYING cLov1o 8 PORTRAIT OF DANTE'\, 
DV HER BROTHER, THE HON. CHARLES YORKE |}. 


PAIR artiſt! well thy pencil has eſſay'd 

To lend a poet's fame thy friendly aid; 
Great Dantè's image in thy lines we trace; 
And, while the Muſes! train thy colours grace, 


This and the two following poems (firſt printed in Gent. 
Mag. 1770) cannot but be an acceptable preſent to the pub- 
lick; though, at the ſame time, they will contribute to embit- 
ter the loſs of the excellent author, by-convincing the world 
of what his own modeſty concealed from all but his intimate 
friends, viz. That Mr. Yorke's taſte and proficiency in po- 
lite literature were only exceeded by his great abilities, dili- 
gence, and integrity, in his own profeſſion. D. 

+ On the death of Lady Anſon there is an excellent poem, 
by Mallet, in the Engliſh Poets, vol. LII. p. 329. N. 

+ This noble and eminent perſon was the ſecond ſon of 
11 lord chancellor Hardwicke. He had been, for many 

ears, in the firſt reputation at the bar ; and, having paſſed 
"rough the offices of ſolicitor and attorney general, was, 
imſelf, made lord chancellor in January 1770, but died 
don after his appointment to that high dignity Latusſum 
fas; acerbum patrie; grave benis omnibus. Cic, — I 
rrow this note from Bo. Hurd's admirable “ Introduction 
o the Study of the Prophecies concerning the Chriſtian 
hurch.“ Mr. Yorke, who had been nominated one of the 
uſtees for the Lecture at Lincoln's Inn, was appointed lord 


hancellor Jan. 17, created lord Morden Jan. 18, and d.ed_ 
a 20 3 1770 Is N, | The 


— 
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The Muſc propitious on the draught ſhall ſmile, 
Nor, envious, leave unfung the generous toil. 
Picture and Poetry juit kindred claim, 
Their birth, their genius, and purſuits the fame; 
Daughters of Phoebus and Minerva, they x 
From the fame ſources draw the heavenly ray *. 
Whatever carth, or air, or ocean breeds, 
Whatever luxury or weakneſs needs; | 
All forms of beauty Nature's ſcenes diftols, | 
All images inventive arts compoſe ; _ =D 
What ruder paſſions tear the troubled breaſt, — =» 
What mild affeSions tooth the ſoul ro reft,. . 
Each thought to fancy magic numbers raiſe, 
Expreſſ ve picture to the ſenſe conveys. 
Hence in all times with ſocial zeal conſpire 
Who blend the tints, and who attune the lyre. 


Sce! in reviving Learning's infant dawn, | 


Ere vet its precepts from old rains . 
Shiam' d the mock ornaments of Gothic raft 
New artilts form'd, each Grecian buſt 4185 d; 
Ere Leo's voice awak'd the barbarous age, 
Oppreſs'd by monkiſh law and Vandal rage: 
Sce! Dante, Petrarch, through the e firive. 
And Giotto's + pencil bid their forms ſurvive! When | 
* Tn like Oy the late Mr. Hawkins Browne (1 

poet allo and a lawyer), in juſtification of his own and h 
friend's propenſity to the brauy avts, thus expreſſes himſelf, 

« They err, who think the Moſes not allied 

To Themis. both are of celeſtial birth, &c.“ 


Ode to the Hon. C. *. in Nan 5 Poems 
vol. II. p. 289. D. 


+ Giotto, the ſcholar of 3 and the kicſt palmtet 
0L 


TO MISS YORKE. 


When now maturer growth fair Science knew, 
- Titian © her favour'd ſons ambitious drew; | 
Not half fo proud with princes to adorn 
lis tablets, as with wits leſs nobly born, 
Ariolto, Arctine, vet better ſcill'd 

On Letters and on Virtue Fame to build: 
Theſc.in their turn inſtruct the willing ſong, 
The painter's fading glories to prolong. 

in later times, hear Waller's polith'd verſe 
The various beauties of Vandyck rehearle ; 

And Dryden in ſublimer ſtrains impart 

Ade Kneller praile more laſing than his art+. 
* Friendſhips like theſe from time receive no law. 
Contracted oft with thoſe we never ſaw; 

jn every art who court an endleſs fame 
Through diſtant ages catch the ſacred flame. | 
See Zeuxis t. warm'd by Homer's rage divine, 
With rapture read, and what he reads, deſign! 
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of any genius that appeared in Italy, worked at Florence; 
was the contemporary of Dante and Petrarch, whoſe pictures 


nd with whom he lived in friendſaip. Y. 
* Titian drew more portraits of kings and princes chan 


he drew, 


' any painter that ever lived. 
friends and contemporaries, of whom he made pictures. V. 


+ See Engliſh Poets, vol. XIV. p. 151. In his portrait 


of Dryden, prehxed to the firſt volume of this Collection, 
tae Painter has in an eminent degree repaid his 5 oblig 7 ATONS 
to che Pact. N. | 


” Zeuxis, who ſtudied Homer with oarticylar attention, als 


ways rend fuch parts of his poems as were heſt ſuited to the 


{512 he had in hand, before he took up his pencil. V. 


Arioſto and Aretine were his 
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Foo MISCELLANY POEMS. 


See Julio, bred on the Parnaſſian ſoil, 
With Virgil's grandeur dignify his toll ! 
Clovio , perhaps, like aid to Dante ow'd; 
Inſtant his figure on the canvas glow'd: | 
To Pante's fame the grateful colours flow, 
And wreaths of laurel bind his honour'd brow. 
| Thou too, whom Nature and the Muſe inſpire, 
Liſtening the poet's lore haſt caught his fire; 
With ſo much ſpirit every feature flaught, 

Clovio might own this imitated draught; 
And Dante, were he conſcious of the praiſe, | 
Would ſing thy labours in immortal lays ; 
His melancholy air to gladneſs turn'd, 
Nor longer his unthankful Florence mourn'd: 
Fair Beatrice's 1 charms would loſe their force, 
No more her ſteps o'er Heaven direct his courſe; _ 


To 


„ Joko Romano, the diſciple and favourite of Raphael, 


was ſaid to have a peculiar majeſty in his compoſitions. 


He was the beſt ſcholar of the modern painters, and a dili- 
gent reader of Virgil, and the greateſt poets. V. | 
+ Julio Clovio lived 200 years after Dan:è. The portrait 
of Dante, here mentioned, repreſents him in a melancholy 
poſture in the fore-ground, looking back on Florence, from 
vwhence he was banithed during the commotions in that ſtate 
in which he bore the higheſt offices. Clovio's great works 
is a book of drawings, to be ſeen at this day in the Floren- 
tine callery, the ſubjects of which are all taken from Dante's 
Pom on Hell, Purgatory, and Heaven. D. 

+ Beatrice, the miſtreſs of Dante in his youth, who died 


wn IJ deine him, and of whom he ſpeaks with great 
| affectlon. 
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To MISS YORKE. 303 
To thee the bard would grant the nobler place, 
And aſk thy guidance through the paths of peace, 
Oh ! could my eloquence, like his, perſuade. 
To leave the bounded walks by others made, 
Through Nature's wilds bid thy free genius rove, 
Copy the living race, or waving grove; 
Or, boldly riſing with ſuperior kill, 
The work with heroes or with poets fill; 
Then might I claim, deſerv'd, the laurel crown, 


My verſe not quite neglected or unknown ; 5 J 
Then ſhould the world thy glowing pencil ſce | bi 
Extend the friendſhip of its art to me. CE fl 


JJ 
WITH A PRESENT OF POPE'S WORKS, 
BY THE HON. CHARLES YORKE. 


11 E 1 oft, to o pleaſe ſome faithleſs dame, 
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With vulgar preſents feeds the dying flame, - 
Then adds a verſe, of lighted vows complains, '\ Mi 
While the the giver and the gift diſdains. * + 

| Theſe ſtrains no idle ſuit to thee commend, 55 . 
On whom gay Loves with chaſte Deſires attend; — tf 
Nor fancied excellence, nor amorous care, | 1 | 
Prompts to raſh praiſe, or fills with fond deſpair; þ 4 
Enough, if the fair volume find acceſs | Wl | 
Thee the * poet's lay ſhall beſt n ; . 
affection. She is repreſented i in the poem as the guardian | 4 
angel who leads him through Heaven, as Virgil and Stativs j 1 { 
do their. heroes t Hell and Purgatory. 1. 1 


F Os Thy * 1 
f 7 
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Thy beauteous image there tliou may'ſt regard. 

Which ſtrikes with modeſt awe the meaner bard, 

Sure, had he living view'd thy tender youth, 

The bluſh of honour, and the grace of truth, 
Ne'er with Belinda's charms his ſong had glow'd, 

But from thy form the lov'd idea flow'd; 

His wanton ſatire ne'er the ſex had ſcorn'd, 

For thee, by Virtue and the Muſe adoru'd. 


STANZAS, IN THE MANNER OF WALTER: 
OCCASIONED BY A RECE!PT TO MAKE INK, 
GIVEN TO THE AUTHOR BY A LADY, 
BY THE HON. CHARLES YORKE. 


T* earlieſt times, ere man had learn'd 
: His ſenſe in writing to impart, 
With inward anguith oft he burn'd, 
His friend unconſcious of the ſmart. 
Alone he pin'd in thickeſt ſhade, 
Near murmuring waters ſooth'd his grief, 
Of ſenſeleſs rocks companions made. 
And from their echoes ſought relief. 
Cadmus, 'tis ſaid, did firſt reveal 
How letters thould the mind expreſs, 
And taught to grave with pointed ſieel 
On waxen tablets its diſtrefs. 


Soon was the feeble waxen trace 
Supplied by Ink's untading ſport, 
Which to remotett climes COnveys, 
In cleareſt marks, the ſecret thought, 


leſt 


IMETATION OF WALLE R. 30 
Bleſt be his chemie hand that gave . 
The world to know fo great a good! 
Hard ! that his name it ſbould not fave, 
- Who tirlt pour'd forth the fable flood. 
'Tis this conſigns to endleſs praiſe 
The hero's valour, ftateſman's art, 
Hiſtoric truth and fabling lays, _ 
Ihe maiden's eyes, the lover's heart. 
If ſtill oblivious Lethe lire 
Immortal in poetic lore, 
Mat honours ſhall the ſtream receive 
Sacred to Memory's better power! 
Who now from Helicon's fam'd well 
The drops celeſtial would requeſt, 
When by Ink's magick he can fpcll 
Tue image of his faithful breaſt? 


This kindly ſpares the modeſt tongue 

To ſpeak aloud the pleaſing pain; 

Aided by this, in tuneful ſong 

Fond vows the virgin-paper ſain, 

Though ſtain'd, yet innocent of blame, 
No bluſh tl indignant reader warms, 

If well expreſs'd the poet's flame, 
Inſpir'd by fair Maria's charms. 


PETER 
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PETER TRIUMPHANT, |. 

OR, SPLI T-BOTTLE DEFEATED. A TALE, « 

BY DR. RED NM AN.. 

. Magno de flumine mallem . In 

« Quam ex hoc fonticulo tantundem haurire,” Hor, 1 

p E T ER f to Aſhridge went to dine, 4 

Peter, a lover of good wine; 

| The table is with dainties ſpread, : 4 

The gueſts advance, and grace is ſaid. 15 

In comes the ven'ſon — Oh! how [weet 1 I 

I. ooks Peter on the ſavoury meat! 1 

See! how he lays about amain, % 

And eats, and drinks, and eats again. | = 

Tis done—he 's fill'd—and thanks are given, | T1 

Firſt to her Grace, and then to Heaven. 7; 

Next come the glaſſes = healths go round: : 

The bottle ſoon is empty found. 

% My dear,” quoth Peter to his friend, 

Sce here !—all things muſt have an end 

The bottle 's out—You, Maſter Tough 1— 7 


But han 't I intereſt enough 


“ Jones Redman, M. A. after bei ing fellow of King's 
College, Cambridge, ſettled as a phyſician at Berkhamſted 
St. Peter in Hertfordſhire, where his agreeable company and 


medical ſk:]] recommended him to general practice and eſteem 
He died May 6, 1763. D. 


A 


Toy 


+ Dr. Peter Waldo, rector af Afton Clinton, Bucks. D And 
} The chaplain, rector of St. Paul's Covent Garden. P. * 
| 155 ” | To * 


* 
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To bid the butler bring another!“ 
4 Yes ſure,” replies . holy brother. | 
„Hark ye! you, Mr. what's your name? 
Bring a freſh bottle of the ſame!“ 
He goes, returns but oh! the fight! 
Hell could not raiſe an uglier ſpright : 
He brings (perhaps by lordly hint), 
lle brings, alas! a fingle pint. 
« What 's here?“ fans Peter in fome wrath : : 
A pint the devil! — by my troth, 
n ſconce thee, puppy, for theſe tricks, 
['!l halve the pence, and give but fix, 
Spre of your garb, I'll pay no more; 
Lo, not a farthing l have ſwore. 
But fetch a quart, and I am willing 
To make that fix-pence up a ſhilling.” 
The quatt is brought; and honeſt Peter, 
The bill amended, pays“ the waiter. 
"M OR A 3 
Ye Gods ! avert from men divine 
Such eye- ſores as a pint of wine! 


TRING-PARK» TRAGEDY. 
r AL LK DMAN 


« Par nobile fPratrum." 


A? "TOR of bucks, i in friendthip bound 
(Such as with man is rarely found), 
Together walk'd, together lay, 


And fed together every day. ; 


* ln ext ſordehire, the ſeat of Charles Gore, eſqy. D. 
TO YE X Whatever 


—— 
- 


36 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Whatever paſture one approv'd, 

The other for that reaſon lov'd : 

Contented with their gay retreat, 

They envy'd neither rich nor great. 

All their ambition, all their ſtrife, 

(Mark this, and bluſh, O man and wife!) 
Was, which ſhould love his bragher moſt, 
To all, but one another, loſt, - ny 

One fault they had; and, what was that? _ 27: 

A fatal fault! they were too fat; | N 
For this alone condemn'd to die: 

So wills the keeper, and lets fly. 

One falling cries, © Farewell, dear mate ! 

+ Flv, ſwiftly fly, and ſhun my fate.“ 

Speaking he died. Confus'd, amaz'd, 

On the dead corpſe his brother gaz'd ; 

He ſigh'd, and ſobb'd: adown his cheeks 
Faſt flow the tears while thus he ſpeaks : 
„Thy dying words I nought will heed, 

Nor quit thy fide, but by thee bleed: 

One half is gone; 'twill be unkind, 

Should t' other linger here behind; SE 1 

Come, Libitina, quickly come, P 
And lead me to my faithful chum !” ; ke 

While thus he mourn'd, with grief unfeign' d, T 

Achilles-like, his murder'd friend, - 2 

Out ſteps the miniſter of death, = 3 
* Shoots him his wiſh, and ſtops his breath, | = Oo 

If life 's the price for fatneſs paid, 

-Tremble for thy devoted head, 


( 
8 
i 
8 
1 
F 


TRING- PARK TRAGEDY. 


0 Trig * ! left thou, in fin as deep, 
Shouldſt not, ſo plump, in whole ſkin fleep. - 
But hold! for thy dear lady's + ſake, 
still keep thy broad expanſe of back, 
To ſcreen her, when ſhe mounts thy beaſt, 
From the rude blaſts of North or Eaſt. 
| Goddeſs of Health! attend the fair, 
Wait on her ſteed, and bleſs the air! 
Through the mild air thy balm convey, 
smile on her Men and bloom without decay ! 
Aug. I, 1750. | | 


10 25 DEERE, APOTHECARY, 


HIS BIRTH DAY, MAY 4 
B Y.-D R. RZ D MAN. 5 
Rinde this morning by the mead 
Where horſes can't be ſaid to feed, 
Vour mare advanc'd, and bow'd her head, 
And, dropping this her letter, ſaid, 
Be pleas'd, good fir, I humbly beg, 
To torward this then made her leg. 
* The keeper. D. 
| + Mrs. Gore, being then in a a bad Nate ot health, uſed to 
take the air behind the Keeper. D. | 
| The above verſes are founded on a true fact — The. keeper 
vas ordered to ſhoot two bucks in the two parks: But after 
e had ſhot the firſt he had marked, his comrade came and 
food by him in the manner here deſcribed 3 whereupon the 
Feeper Hot him alſo— | | 
1 Quis talia fando 
Temperet a lachrymis? 
| X -2 | 10 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 
TO MY HONOURED MASTER, 

TIIIS day, it ſeems, vou give to mirth, 
This day which gave your honour birth; 

While others greet you, let me join 
The general joy, and fling in mine; 
And while your dainties vou prepare, 
Oh! think of me; and how 1 fare. 
Small comfort in this marſhy ground, 
Where ſcarce a blade of graſs is found : 
The Bite is ſhort; - were it but ſweet, e 
The proverb would be quite complete. 
For Venus' ſake, who rules this day, 
Regale me with ſome corn and hay. 
So may T.ove's Queen, to merit kind, 
Send wife and patients to your mind! 


ON A CONSU LTATION OF FOUR PHYSICIANS. 


BY DR. REDMANT. 
TDING one night to ſee a friend, 

* Who lay extremely ill; 
Soon as I rrach'd mv journey's end, 

Two dons were at my heel. 
I made enquiry who they were, 

Wirh aſpect fo demure; : 
« Thete, ſaid the ſervant, doctors are, 


Mr maſter come to cure.” No 


Dr. Redman's ep! Tram on Four phy ficians, reminds me 


of the following on two: 


K a Doctor ke a ſculler ples, 

And all his art and all his phyſie tries; 

Bur two Phyſicians, Ike a pair of dars, 
Conduct you ſooneſt to the Stygian ſhores,” D. 


WR 
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No ſooner ſaid, than in there came 

A third, and then a fourth; 
.« Thefe by profeſſion are the ſame, 

All men of mickle worth “.“ 


Pitving my friend's unhappy caſe, 
1 tgWd, and ſhook my head: 
I fent next morning to the place, 
To know if he was dead _ 
The anſwer 's brought ; © He + s ſtill alive,” 
06" T 1s fitravpe; . but civil; 
Few two phyſicians can ſurvive, 
But four would Kill the devil.“ 


ON THE REBEL ION IN MY BOWEIS 
-AND IN PRAISE OF RHUBAR8. 
b. R E D M A N. 


WRIT TEN IN THE YEAR 1745, AND SENT IN ALI TIN 
TO A FRIEND, AN APOTHEGAky. 


PEAR SIR, 
F OR two nights paſt I've prov'd the fate 
Aud various turns that oft affect a ſtate; 
This moment all is calm, like April morn, 
The next with war imeſtine | am torn z 


* Thus Mr. Gairick, when he was dyiog, ſeeing ſeveral 
Poficians in his raom, faid ; 

+. Another, and another after that, 

Aud the latt fool is welcome as the ſormer.“— P. 

| X 3 . 7 e 
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wo MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Mo belly 's pregnant with an armed force, 

And groans and labours like the Trojan horſe. 
1 rife, and call my legions to my aid; 

They come, but lo! of ſome I am afraid: 

In General n I can put no hope; 

He's quick, tis true, but 'tis to run like Cope ; ; 
Picra is ſtaunch, but then he 's old and flow, 
May flag, perhaps, like Wade, intrench'd in ſnow ; 
Or trim, like Bath's good Earl, and wheel about, 
And add more force to what he went to rout. 
Senna, though Alexandria gave thee birth, 
Though we all own and reverence thy worth, 
Unleſs with thee ſome kind corrector goes, 

Thou 'rt apt to wound thy friends as well as foes. 
| Rhubarb! of all my troops I've choſen you, 
Go forth! extirpate this rebellious crew !- 
See wüh what haſte he hies him to the field; 
When powerful he deſcends, the rebels yield — 
Mark, how they fly! at what amazing rate 
They ſcour before him to the Poſtern- gate; 
Thence ruſhing headlong, like the herd of ſwine, 7 
They victims fall at Cloacina's ſhrine ! 

Hail, root of Turkey ! how my bowels yearn 


Io vent their grateful thanks from ſtem to ſtern! 


Victorious Rhubarb ! thy exploits in colon 
| From age to age ſhall never fail to roll on, 
And to reward and do thy prowels right-a, | 
We'll vote a higher price durante vit. 


E 


EPITAPH ON THE REV. DR. WALDO #, 
BY DR. REDMAN. 
ERE lies Death's chum, facetious Peter, 
Both a good fuzzer t, and a good cater, 
| He ate and fuzz'd till feventy-four, _ 
Then died content — What could he more ? 


SONG. BY. SAMUEL COX, Es 


HEN Stella's charms firſt. met my eve, 
Whilſt yet unknown her name, 
A faultering tongue and tell. tale tigh 
Mx pathon did proclaim : Cure Bat 


* See above, p. 302. In Mr. Jeffreys s poems is an arch 
chigram on this ſame Divine, under the title of The Tuo 


Peters, ' which 1 ſhall tranferibe as 2 curiofity : 


TWO Peters, one a Saint, and one a Sinner, 

Ador'd his Saviour that, and this his dinner; 

lo lite an Epicure, in name a Prieſt, 8 

His Hell no wine, his Heaven a ven ſon- feaſt. 

But here the world a woeful proot may view, 

How talſe Religion works beyond the true; 

Ere twice the crowing cock his notes had trv'd, 

The Saint no lets than thrice his Lord deny'd: 

The Sinner, faithful to his God of Wine, 

Forſakes not ſo his more frequented ſhrine, 

Though thrice the midnight cock repeats his warning, 

Andthrice the watchman's voice proclaims the morning. N. 

+ Drinker, one of Dr. Waldo's cant words. D. 

* Barrifier at law, of Lincoln's Inn, a man of wit and ge- 
nius, as appeared by many other fugitive productions, parti-- 
cularly that popular ſong, „ When firſt by fond Damon 
Flavella was ſecn, &c,” He died Oct. 15, 1776. 


= 


Ec : . 
EA A Ol OO YO EI ; 2 ie : * 2 — — — — . 1 8 1 
— — a as : . Is : EOS. "IE: ä TIT”: — TS ; * 2 ay — n 
- 2 a — — _ — — OSS —_—— — — 5 : * 2 e — __ 6 
by _ as —_—_ . — . 1 823 75 8 * $ 2 4 N — n * — 2 — * 8 8 8 TEL a 3s 8 23 — — 
22 at 4 2 1 da... IT. 8 8 . y * : C a . + - 
* » 2 : x F AK. 9 n 9 . — Ss 3 2 2 n — & SE qo fo... WB ——————— 
8 W 5 i q * p 2 s * Ex „ 6 N 2 W x % þ bY 
8 * p V " s a 3 2 p * * . en * WY "I TS: + ks — r 2 3 N — — — 
* ml 3 ** > A «4 P a —_ 1 * * * „ 
2 * 3 4 4 | D * J K _<I 5 __ 8 
PRI 4 * . — a 1 9 
0 _ 4a = \ 


"af. ae 
a= O4 


SY r {ap ah 
a... *-4- @ thaw 
* 23 


%a „ EO II 

„ 
2 2 oo 9. * 
+ I 


— * * 
— 


- ” 
„ 


EY _ 


Ve Gods! how much 1 {trove 
The guilty paſſion to ſubdue, 
And ſcreen my heart from love ! 


Oh! had 1 lis'd in happier times, 
When love was free as ai "X 

And any ſwain without a crime 
Accoſied any fair! 


My artlefs vous had tre'd to move 


The pity of her breaſt ; 
Ard pity, ripening into love, 
Perchance had made me bleſt. 


But wretched 1 each hope diſclaim 


That feeds my fond defire ; 


And every wiſh my breaſt can frame, 


Shall in that breaſt expire. 


What tyrant Cuſtom can 't approve _ 


My reaſon ſhall reject, 


And that which in its Virth was love 


Shall only be reſpect. 


Bar, Stella, ſhould a grugeling ſigh 


From my poor licart get free, 
Or mould you catch my guiity eye 
A hen fondly fix'd on ther; 


Oh let me, let me be forgiven, 
And tlink how hard mv taſk, 


Since ſinners mar aamire that Heaven. 


For which they date not alk, 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 
But when her ſ plendid birth 1 knew, 
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THE INDIFFERENT *. FROM M 3TASTASIO, 
BY ISAAC PACATUS SHARD, ESQ +. 


IE tender look, the winning ſmile, | 
No more ſhall my fond hopes beguile; 
| Nice, thy aits are vain ; | 
The puying Gods my peace reſtore, 
Freedom's a golden dream no more, 
At length I 've burſt my chain. 


Ta 


* Thongh the beauty of this Ode tas tempted ſeveral other 
i MOD writers tot, anſlate It, no one, it 15 preſumed, has 
aced the original with more ſpirit and cloſeneſs than Mr. 
dard. There are no lefs than three tranſlations, or imitations, 
ut, in the ſecond volume of Dodiley's Miſcellanies. The firſt 
das by the Rev. Mr. Seward, Prebendary of Litchfield; the 
lecond by an voknown writer; ; the third by the late Richard 
derick, eſg. D. | 
+ 01 Peckbam, in Surrey, ſon of Sir Iſaac Shard, knt. 
Ind SEO at Benet College, Cambridge, under the tuition 
Dr. (afterwards Archbp.) Herring. His father being pro- 
brblally avaricious, Hogarth thought praper to p:Uory 
m in a picture called The M'; Fea. Hearing this, the 
„, who was then a young man of ſpirit, joQt come trom 
us travels, called at the painter's to fee this picture, and, 


morg the reſt, aſking the Ciceron; whether that odd figure 


as intended for any particular perfon, on his replying 
"at it was generally thought to be very like owe Sir Iſaac 
Nerd, he immediately drew his ſword and tlathed the 
anvals, Hogarth appearcd initant! ly, in . cat wrath; 


whom 


314 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
In me no wonted ardour glows, 
No more my colour ebbs and flows, 
When on thy face I gaze; 
My heart ne'er flutters at thy name, 
No ſymptoms of a lurking flame 
My peaceful breaſt betrays. 


At night, in dreams I ſeldom ſee 
Thy image; or firſt think of thee, 
When, in the morn, I Wake; 

I nc'er, when abſent from titee, ſigh; 
No pain perceive when thou art by, 
Nor any plcaſure take. 
If any one thy beauty prize, 
I feel no ſoft emotion riſe, 
Or at my wrongs repine; 
I with my rival talk of thee, 
But not one ſpark of jealouſy 
Diſturbs this breaſt of mine. 


View me with pity or diſdain, 
Alike thy ſmiles or ſcorn are vain, 
Nor love nor hate impart ; | 
Thoſe eyes have loſt their former ſwav, 
No more can find the well-known way 
Once leading to my heart, 


whom Mr. Shard calmly juſtified what he had done, fay* 
ing that this was a very unwarrantable licence; that he 
was the injured party's ſon, and that he was ready to defend 
any ſuit at law — which however was never inſtituted 
There are ſome good tranſlations and imitations by this writer 
in Mr. Duncombe's Horace. DPD. 


: Chearful 


THE INDIFFERENT. 
Chearful, or ſad, howe'er my days 
I paſs, to thee I owe no praiſe, 

To thee impute no blame: 
The grove, the hill, th' enamell'd green, 
Without thee, charm ; each gloomy ſcene, 
| With thee, looks ſtill the ſame. 


Frankly I own, thou ſtill art fair; 
But yer, methinks, there others are 
Whoſe charms with thine might vie: 
Excuſe me — in that lovely face, 
I ſpy a fault, that ſeem'd a grace 
To my once partial eye. 


When from my breaſt I wrench'd the dart, 


I bluth to think my tortur'd heart 
Was cleft almoſt in twain ; 
Who would not ſome ſharp pain endure, 
The wounds of {lighted love to cure, 
And be himſelf a again? 


The lime-caught bird would rather chuſe 
Some plumes, than liberty, to loſe ; 
Time ſoon that loſs repairs : 
la vain we to retake him ſtrive, 
The ſhy, experienc'd fugitive 
Eludes all future ſnares. 
| Becauſe thou art my frequent theme, 
Perhaps ſome latent ſpark may ſeem . 
Still in my breaſt to burn; 
Nice, when dangers are no more, 
As often as we talk them o'er, 
Oiur pains to pleaſures turn. 
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The ſoldier thus, from cruel w ars 
Returning, loves to count his ſcars, 
Fights o'er his paſt campaigns ; 
Thus the glad captive, newly fice 

From a long painful ſlavery, 
Delights to ſhew his chains. 


To pleaſe myſelf I talk, nor care 
Whether thou think'fi me now lincere, 
Or what thy thoughts may be; 
T aſt not if mv numbers pleaſe, = 
Or it thy boſom m at ee, 
If e'er chou talk ſt ot me. 


Which of us two wants comfort moſt > 

Thou haſt a conſtant lover loſt; | 
I quit a fickle fair ; 

Nice, a heart ſo true, fo kind 

As mine, is very hard to find; 

Coquettes ſwarm every Where. 


EPIGR AM, FROM THE FRENCI 


Die with ſadneſs, if the bluſhing fair 


e ſe eves adore regects her lover's prayer; 


1 die with trantport, it her gentle ear, 


Is pless'd her lover's ſoft complaint to hear. 


How ſhal a wrerch his fate contiive to ſhun, 


Both by her rigour and her ſmiles undone ? 


Each wav I look, I view my ruin ſure, 
Fall b, the wound, or periſh by the cure 
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APPENDIX® TO VOLUME YL 


TO THE MOST HONOURABLE - 
THE MARCHIONESS GREY; 
SENT WITH P A PASTORAL OPERA 

BY DR. JOHN HOADLYH. 


Madam, 


FE poliſh'd circles of the fair, 
From gilded domes and tainted air, 
Where Pleaſure 's toilſome, Silence loud, 
Retirement but from crowd to crowd; . 
Where Love but drives a trade at beſt 
(An alley- broker He proteſs'd,) 
Not giving correſponding hearts, 
But chaffering with his golden darts ; 
\Where Innocence the world amazes, 
Her face ſcarce known in public places; 


* The Reader who brings with him an inclination to be 
pleaſed will rot cenſure me for the -awkward arrangement 
of the few following poems, which came to hand too late to 
ve properly incorporated. And if, after all, they are thought 
to add more to the bulk than the merit of the volume, let it 
be recolle&ed that they do not add to the price. N. 

T2 Ot Dr. Hoadly an account may be feen in vol. VII. 


'. 152, He left a great number of MS. volumes of poetry, 
t w bich many were- written by himſelf. N. | 
V., VI. 1 Bur 


MISCELLANY POENTS, 


But chuſing-ſtill at home to ſhare 
One corner of St. James's Square 
Far hence permit the ſimple ſwain 
To lead thee to the guiltleſs plain, 
Where Phoabe, innocent and gay, 
Dares with the dangerous paſſion play; 2 
And Celia, uninſtructed maid, 
Stoops her pure cauſe herſelf to plead. 
Nor ſcornfully wilt thou diſdain 
The ſhepherd's.paſiime, pure though plain. 
Thou (whole well-cultivated mind, 
Nor for enjoyment too refin'd, 
Nor others? woes to feel too wiſe, 
Knows all but Nature to deſpiſe) 
Serene ſhalt teach the madding train, 
- Falſe pleaſure is but real pain: 
Superior to her Siren-ſong, 
Prudent thou glid'ſt. the ſtream along, 
Not carelets of the baits of youth, 
But ſteady to the pilot, Truth. _ 
With her upon the helm advanc'd, 
In purer joys thou ſitt'ſt intranc'd, 
And ſceſt with pity and amaze 
The voluntary herds, that graze 
Th' enchanted thores of Circe's iſle, 
Transform'd ſo foully by her ſmile. 
Lady, from all their painted pride, 
| Come, let the Shepherd be thy guide : 
He 'll lead thee to the fountain's brink, 


Where all the Sylvan Muſes drink; 


AW hote 


Grad 
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Whoſe ſpotleſs and tranſlucent face 
Heaven reflects with Heaven's own grace, 
Hnd pure at once, and yet reſin'd, 
Preſents a mirror to the mind. 
He ell lead thee (go with him along) 
Where Greene's © ſweet Muſe attunes her ſong, 
And plays her not unuſual part, 
Mixing ſimplicity with art:: 
Thy Genius ſhall according mov e, 
And, ſelf-approvi ing, her approve. 


* 1 
ta 


IN FLUVIUM VULGO. DICTUM 
THE NE RIVER. 
1 DK TEMPLEMAN4. 


| O Qui perennis flumine limpido 
Errans per agros, prataque mollia, 
Hortoſque villarum ſuperbos 
Fundis opes, generoſus amnis! 
Non tollis jram concitus imbribus, 
Nec ficcat undas Sirius æſtuans: 
Atqui uſque terrarum potenti 
Divitias meditaris urbi. 
Sic v ita decurrat mihi flumine 
Leni, precor, nee tardo nec incito 
Curſu, velut ripas virentes 
ILambis aqua taciturnus amni$e 


| * Dr. Greene, Profeſſor of Mutic, B. 
Of whom, fee vol. VIII. p. 225 N. 
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THE VISION OF TATIEN CE. 

IAN ALLEGORICAL POEM, 
SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 

| MR. ALEXANDER CUMING , A YOUNG GENTLEMAN 
UNFORTUNATELY LOST IN THE NORTHERN 
OCEAN ON HIS RETURN FROM CHINA, 1740. 

"'Y MES FO0TE4. 
« Ne jaceat no, vel ne meiinre ſepulchro,”” LV AN, lib. vill. | 
FTuas on a ſummer's night I lay repos'd, 
In the kind arms of hoſpitable Reſt ; 
When Fancy to my waking thought difcios'd 
And deep the viſionary fcenc imprett : 


Cloſe 


+ Mr. A. Cuming was firſt ſupercargo of the Svecia, a 
Swedith Eaſt India ſhip, which was wrecked on a rock about 
two miles E. of the Hand of North Ronalſha, the nor- 
thernmolt of the Orkney illands, Nov. 18, 1740. Immedi- 
ately on the ſhip's ſtriking, Mr. Cuming went off in the barge, 
accompanied by the ſurgeon and fix of the beldeſt ſeamen, in 
order to diſcover what the illand was, but were never more 
heard of, Th'rty-one of the ſailors were ſaved out of 109, 
the thip's complimiat. C.-- He was an elder brother of my 

worthy friend ., Cuming of Dorcheſter, the Lycidas of p. 
338, and to whom the Ode in p. 340 was addrefled by Mr. 
Boyſe. N. | | | 

| + For an account of this ingenious writer, the reader is 
referred to the IId volume Qt this collection, p. 163; and to 


Vi L 
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Cloſe by my ſide in robes of morning- grey 
A form celeſtial ſtood—or ſcem'd to ſtand; 
Intranc'd in admiration as 1 lay, | 
She rais'd with aſpect calm my feeble add: 
And while through all my veins the tumult me; 


With mild benignity—ſhe 3 thus began 1 
II. % Fatience 


vol. VIII. p. 288, 289. I will now add an. a . an 
original letter which in July 1741 he ſeat to a friend, with 
ſome citations from his poem called “ Deity.” * d have 
vo great reaſon to brag of the ſucceſs of the poem, though. 
« The Champion” early recommended it. Divine poetry is not 
_ the taſte of the age, but I hope it thall be the ſupport of 
mine. It is the only ſubject I now take pleaſure in. I have 
all left ſummer been employed by Mr. Cave in French trans 
lation, a province highly agregable to me, and the moſt pro- 
table buſineſs ſtirring. I have been fince laſt September al- 
molt conſtantly with Dr. Douglas in the laviſh work of in- 
dex-making, alias word-catehing: and am only now interr upt- 
ed by his „ Ofteology,” which takes up his whole attention, 
and will foon be publiſhed 3 the plates, which are the noblett | 
_ of the Kind 1 ever taw, being taken from the life, | I have 
the proſpect of having a new tranſlation from the French in 
a tew days; but Bookſellers are fo und ſtiogoilbing, and Au- 
thors, or rather Scriblers, ſo plenty, that Learning, unleſs fup- 
ported, bids fair to ſtarve between them, I hope the be Wt 
as I begin to be a little known, and would endeavour, as far 
as I could, to ſupport a good character in the literary "way, 
All I am ſorry for, is, that the taſte rons ſtrong àgainſt 
every thing that is juſt aud ſenfible—unleſs i it is conſecrited 
| Z 3 3 be 
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Patience my name of Lachefis the child, 
Nar art thou unacquainted with my voice ; 
* By me aſſlicted Virtue ſuſſers mild, | 
And to th' eternal will ſubmits its. choice. 
** Behold, commiſſion'd from the heavenly ſphere, 
I come to ſtrengthen thy corrected ſight ; 
To teach thee yet continued woes to bear, 
And eye Misfortune in a friendly light: 
Nor thou my preſent ſummons diſobey, 


0 But cheartully * to wait me on my wax.“ 
1 * Daugh- 


| by the infallibility of a Pope, whoſe ip/c dixit is ns much 
revered as that of his Holineſs at Rome.“ - To the ſame gen- 
tleman, in June 1747, he affectingly laments the lofs of his 
firſt wife Emilia, and deſeribes his ſituation as « not whol- 
ly encomfortable.” He way then at Reading, and employed 
by Mr. Heory in compiling « An Hiſtorical Review of the 
_ TranſaGions of Europe,” — My ſalary,” he fays, is 
_ wretchedly ſmall (half a guinea a week) both for writing 
_ the hiftory and corredting the preſs ; but, I bleſs God, I enjoy. 
2 greater degree of health than 1 have known for many years, 
and a ſerene melancholy, which I prefer te the moſt poignant 
ſenſations of pleaſuze I ever knew. — All 1 ſigh for, is 3 
| ſettlement with ſome degree of independence, for my laſt 
ſtage of life, that I may have the comfort of my poor dear 
girl to be near me, and cloſe my eyes. I ſhould be glad to 
know if you have ſeen my Hiflory, from which you muſt not 
| Cape& great things, as I have been oyerperſuaded to put my 
1 . bs "name 
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III. 
« Daughter of Heaven (methought I ſtrait replied) 
« Gladly by me thy ſummons is obey'd; 
Content I follow thee, celeſtial guide, 
«« Beneath thy fure protection undiſmay'd: 


name to a compeſure, for which we ought to have had at 


| leaſt more time and better materials, and from which 1 have 


neither profit nor reputation to expect. I am now beginning, 


| * The Hiflory of the Rebellion,“ a very difficult and invidious | 


taſk, All the accounts I have yet ſeen are either defective, 
_ confuſed, or heavy. Ithink myſelf, trom my long refidence 


in Scotland, not unqualified for the attempt, but I apprehend 


it is premature; .and, by waiting a year or two, better materials 
would offer. Some account, I think, will probably be pub- 
lithed abroad, and give us light into many things we are 
now at a lofs to account for. I am about a tranflation (at 
my le:ſore hours) of an invaluable French work, iotiteled, 


I' H ftoire Univerſelle, by the late M Boſfuet, Biſhop of | 


Meaux, and preceptor to the Dauphin, eldeſt fon of Lewis 
XIV. I propoſe only to give his Differtations on the An- 
cient Empires, viz. the Egyptian, Aſſyrian, Grecian, and 
Roman, which he has deſcribed with ſurpriſing  concuienels, 
and with equal judgement and beauty, I defign to 1Þſcr.be 
it to the Right Honourable.Mr. Lyttelton, one of the Lords 
of the. Treaſury, one of the moſt amiable men I have ever 


known, and to whole uncommon goodaets if you knew my 


obligations, you would eſteem him as much as he deſerves.” 


* Patience, the firſt allegorical figure introduced, is here 
repreſented as the daughter of Nec, or Lacheſisy one of | 


the three Deſtinies. B. 
2 4 


40 Oft 
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Oft in ſharp perils and ſurrounding woes 
Thy falutary preſence have I found; 
Then lead wherever thy direction ſhows, 
To diſtant ſeas, or earth's remoteſt bound: 
Ready am I to wait thy purpos'd flight, 
4. Thine be the care to act the ſovereign will aright !” 


1 . Md 
Sudden, enfolded in a fleecy cloud, 
Through yielding air we cut our rapid way, 
While the pale moon a dubious light beſtow'd, 
Lands as we paſs'd and intermingled ſea : 
Nor ecas'd our voyage, till the bluſhing dawn 
Diſpell'd the glimmering of the ſtarry hoſt ; 
And Night's dark curtain by bs pr withdrawn, 
We found ourſelves on Thule ſky-girt coaſt : 
Where Silence + fits on her untroubled throne, 
A: it the left the world to live and reign alone, 
Here no invading noiſe the Goddeſs finds, 
High as the fits o'er the ſurrounding deep; 
But pleas'd ſhe liftens to the hollow winds, 
Or the ſhrill mew, that lulls her evening-ſlecp; 
Deep in a cleft-worn rock we found her laid, 
Spangled the roof with many an artleſe gem : 
Slowly ſhe roſe, and met us in the ſhade, 
As half diſturb'd that ſuch intruſion came : 


* ® Tha? is here tal for the Orbney Iles. B. 
+ Silence, the ont enen perion, and ſiſter of Pa- 
ſience. B. 


3 | | Bur 


— — — 
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But at her ſiſter's ſight with look diſcreet, 
due better welcome gave, and pointed each a ſcat. 
n 
Wide from her grotto to the dazzled eye 
A boundleſs proſpect! lay the azure waſte, 
_ Loft in the ſightleſs limit ſea and ſky; 
By meaſurable diſtance faintly trac'd: 
Whence now arifing from his wat'ry bed, 
The ſun emerging ſpread his golden ray; 
When ſweetly Patience rais'd her penſive head, 
And thus the Goddeſs ſaid, or feem'd to ſay : 
« Mark, mortal, with Attention's deepeſt care, 
The ſwift approaching ſcene the hands. of. eaven 


40 rin 3 
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. | 
With look intent, aeroſs the ſhining void, 
(Au objſedt to the weak beholder loſt!) 
Tuſt in the horizon * a ſail J ſpied, 
As if ſhe made ſome long-expetted coaſt : 
Kind to her wiſhes blew the weſtern breeze, 
As, ſwift advancing o'er the placid main 
She ſhap'd her courſe, increaſing by degrees, 
Till nearec ſenſe made all her beauties plain; 
And ſhew'd her on the yielding billows ride, | 
in all the gallant trim of ornamental pride! 


The pronunciation rather of a ſailor, than of aſcholar. I. 
VIII. Thus 
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VIII. 
Thus flew ſhe onward with expanded ſail, 
A fight delightful to the pleaſur'd eye! 
Borne on the wings of the propitious gale, 
Heedleſs, alas! of hidden danger nigh: 
The joyful ſailor, long on ocean toſt, 
Already thought his tedious-ſufferings oer; 
Already hail'd the hoſpitable coaft, 
And trod in thought along the friendly ſhore : 
When, dreadful to behold - diſaſtrous ſhock *! | 
Slapwreck' d, at once the ſtruck on a wave-cover'd rock | 


IX. 
O Heaven it was a pitcous fight to view 
The wild confuſion ſuddenly took place ! 
The different geſtures of the frighted crew ! 
The fear that mark'd each death-diſtracted face. 
All one impaſſion'd ſcene of woe appear'd, 
Some wildly rav'd, while others ſcarcc could ſpei! 
No order was obferv'd; no reaſon heard, | 
For mortal paleneſs fate on every chcek ! 
F look'd at Patience !/—as ſhe fate me nigh, 
And wonder'd, as 1 look'd, to ſee her tearleſ@cyc | 
Again I turn'd—when, o'er.the veſſel's fide, 
Diſtinct I ſaw a manly youth appear, 
Launch the oar'd pinnace to the ſwelling tide, 
Nor thew'd his ſteady hrow a guilty fear 


This fatal accident happened near the ifland of Non 
Ronalſha, the northernmoſt of the Orkney Iſles. B. 
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The ſad remainder with a mournful hail 
His juſt deſign and bold departure bleſt; 

With lifted eye he ſpread the flender fail, 

As if he truſted Heaven to guide the reſt : 
Swift o'er the main the bark retreating flew, 

And the tall ſhip at once was taken from my view, 
"m0. 
| Immediate Patience from her ſeat aroſe, 

And all abrupt the tranſient viſit broke; 
While Silence, pleas'd, return'd to her repoſe, 
With air compos'd, for never word ſhe ſpoke : 
Again cloud-wafted we purſu'd our way 

__ Weſtward, as gave the alter'd wind to ride, 
When thus, methought, IJ heard the Goddeſs fav, 
- 6. TI mine to wait yon” boat that braves the tide, 

„For well, alas, too well I now foreſce, | | 
is Much need yon voyagers will quickly have for me. 

A 

Driven on the pinions of the eaſtern wind 
O'er many a ſcagirt ifle, and rocky coaſt, 


| Wee left bleak Shetland's & ſhadowy hills behind, 
bo watch thi little bark in ocean toſt: 


Q The vignace was probably driven into the Great Ocean 


tat lies to the weſtward of the Iſles ot one. and 


Sdetland, Where 18 periſhed, B, 
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For now from ſight of land div erted clear, 
They drove uncertain o'er the pathleſs deep, 
Nor gave the adverſe gale due courſe to ſteer, 
Nor durſt they the deſign'd direction keep : 
The gathering tempeſt quickly rag'd ſo high, 
The wave-encompals'd boat but faintly reach'd my er 


XIII. 


Y et could I mark, amidſt the noiſy 0 1 
The peaceful exit blameleſs Virtue gave; 
Calm fate the youth in the loud threatening bles, 
Ard frm prepar'd him for his wat'ry grave! 
One fond regard, his lateſt dcbt, he paid, 
___ Eaſtwaitd, to Caledonia's native more; 
And rhus (methought) in dying accents fai, 
« Farewell my country! he could lay no more 
For the wild ſurge with rage devouring ſpread, 
And uhelm'd the haplets youth in Occan's liquid bed. 
| XIV.. 
Then Patience meck, as from my rending heart, 
She heard deep utter'd the exprefhive ſighs, 
«« Seeſt thou (lhe ſaid) that youth's undaunted part, 
« Who yonder ey'n in death unvangquith's lies: 
« Thee view the bleſt effects from Virtue flow, 
The cow'rd from Fate to ſhameful Safety flies, 
The truly valiant dares to meet the foe, 
Nor ſhrinks from danger, but with honourdies: 
Por guilt of all defence diſarms the ſlave, 


2 But innocencc in death ſupports the good and brave. 
| XV. Yet, 


(« 


/ | 
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< Yet, ee yon ſetting ſun his light renew, 

« Shalt thou behold the decent honours paid 
To the pale corſe now floating in thy view, 
And ſee it in the earth lamented laid; 

For though he dies from each expecting friend, 

« Whoſe vows were offer'd for his ſafe return; 
« The mournful ſtranger o'er his grave ſhall bend, 
„The bluſhing virgins weep around his urn! 

« Such priv ilege his ſpotleſs truth ſhall boaſt, 
* Though.to Four diſtant world in dark oblivion loſt ! 6 


XVI. 


The tempeſt cens'd—and all the ſober night 
Intent our courſe atrial we purſued; _ 
Till as Aurora dawn'd with ruddy light, 
An iſland we perceiv'd that temm'd the flood ; 
No hills, nor trees adorn'd the level foil, _ 
Where bleating flocks a plenteous herbage found; 
Low lay the pioſpect of the bleating iſle“ 
With here and there a ſpot of tillage-ground : 
Br which the humble village ſtood deſeried, 
Where never enter'd arts, or luxury, or pride! 
XVII. 
O'er many a ſea-oreen holm we waſted went 
Where undiſturb d the feather d nations lay! 


* The Faroe Illes, ſabjeet to Denmark. See Bede's Pe- 
&ription ol them. - B. 


Tin 
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Till lighting on the plain with ſoft deſcent, 
We ſaw a reverend form advance our ways 
And now approaching with an eaſy pace, 
The venerable ſage before us. ſtands, | 
White were his hairs, and ehearful was his back, 
Ar once delights his aſpect and commands? | 


I felt all-care ſuſpended at his view, 
Whom better far than I his kindred Goddeſs knew, 


„„ © 5 / | 
* Of homeſpun ruſſet was the garb he bore, 
L Girt with à velvet ſeal's divided ſkin; 
| Of woollen yarn the mittens which he wore 3 
To keep him from the breath of Boreas thin: F 
An caſy.path along the verdant ground _ 1 
Soon ro his hotpitable cottage led, 
Ere yet inſtructed I my error found, 
Nor knew the cauſe my firſt emotion bred, 
Till, as into his clean abode we went“, 
Kind Patience whiſper'd me our hoſt was call'd Content, 


— — —U—k 


XIX. 


Sweet was his 8 floor with ruſhes ſpread, 
Sweet was each ſhell-wrought bowl, and w ooden 
Swect was the quilt compos'd his healthy bed, [ diſh, 
Nor wanted he for fowl, or ſun-dricd tiſh; 
And milk of ſheep, and turf, a plenteous ſtore, 
| Which lay bencath his comfortable roof; 
No ſtorms, no accidents, could make him poor, 
IId and his houſe, T'ween, were v eather-proof. 


* Gentins, the third allegorical Kgure introduced. B. 
= J bat> 
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J \ batchelor he wonde, devoid of care, 
u hich made him now appear ſo healthy and ſo * 
XX. 

Long time with Patience fair diſcourſe he- held, 
(Oft had the Goddeſs been his welcome gueſt) | 

Nor ſhe the ſriendly intercourſe repell'd, 5 

Rut the good fire familiarly addreſo'd: 

Thus were we happily converſantiſet, 

When from 'the neighbouring village roſe a cry, 

And drew our haſty ſteps where numbers met, 
Like us, appear'd to know the reaſon—why > 


Lor needed antwer: on the ſea-weed ſpray, 


Iico viſible reply —the wave=tols'd body lay. 
. 
How ſtood I ſhock'd—when in the ſemblant face, 
(Be death unalter'd, or the cruel flood) 
could of Iycidas cach feature trace, 
Young Heidas, the learned and the good! 
„O Heaven (cricd I) what ſorrows will he feel, 
« Debarr'd the promis'd hope of thy return? 
++ Not all his tkill the mental wound can heal, 
Or cure a loſs he muſt ſo juſtly mourn! 
„How will he weep when in the occan- grave, 
I hear 5 a brother loſt he could have died to fave!” 


XXII. 


Here with obſervant ey e, and beck ſerene, 


Thus check'd the good old man my plaintiy eſpeechʒ 


* Belt in ſubmiſſion picty is ſeen, 
L n hat leflon let thy kind coendudreſs teach: 
* Nut 
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« But left the youth, thy friend bewails, ſhould want 
« The rites departed merit ought to find, 
Iet theſe aſſembled natives Kindly grant 
The unpolluted grave, by Heaven atign'd ; 
A corpſe that claim'd a due interment more, 
oo Yer never wafted wave to Faroe! 5 guiltleſs ſhore !” 


_ XXIII. 
He faid—obedient to his juſt commands 
The zealous youth the breathleſs body bear; 
Some form the ſepulchre with careful hands, 
While round the virgins drop the artleſs tear. 
Such flowers as Nature grants the ruder clime, 
Such flowers around with pious care they ſhed, 
And ſing the funeral dirge in Runic rhyme *, 
Allotted to the ſage, or warrior dead: 
AXVhile as theſe fruitleſs honours are beſtow'd, 
Content with ſober 1 his purpoſe thus av ow'd : 


— N * 
e 


XXIV. 


% What boots thee now, loſt vouth ! ! that erofs the 
[ «© main, | 
= 60 Then ſpread the daring ail from pole to pole, 
Wealth to acquire, and knouledge to attain; \ 
| ny Nnowledge, the nobler treaſure of thy ſoul ! 2 
j „ Rencath the ſcorching of the medial line, 

On Africk's fand, and India's golden coalt ; 
« Virtue gave thee with native truth to ſhine, 

Preſt in each excellence that youth could boa, 


FT The insb tants ot all the fs northern iſles obſer rve the 
cuſtum of finging over t he dead. B. | 
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4% And now the gives thee from the wave to riſe, 
„And reach the ſafer port prepar'd thee i in the {kiCs, 
© Vet take theſe Honours, thy deſerv'd reward ! 
| „Call this untroubled ſpot of earth thy on; 
« lere ſhall thy aſhes find a due regard, 


„ And annual freets around thy grave be thrown. 
„% Directing Heaven ordain'd thy early end, : 


© From fraud and guilt to ſave thy blamelcf vouth, 


© O thow that Death no terrors can attend, 
«© Where Picty reſides and holy Truth: 
« Here take thy reſt within this hallow'd round; 
Pill rhe lan trump emit the dead-; -awakening found) 


XXV * 


Ile ccas'dattentive to the words he ſaid, . 
In earth the natives place the honour'd clay; * 
u- ith holy rites they cover up his head, 
-A {potlets * grave, where never 3 lay! 
Charmed with the ſimple manners of the iſle, 
I wiſh'd ſome further knowledge to receive; 
Here could have dwelt with old Content aw hile, 
And learn'd of him the haprineſs to live! 
When Patience from my fide abr aptly broke, 
An; 1 farting at the loſs, I ſuddenly aw ORC! 
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ODE, TO MR. WILLIAM CUMING, 
ON HIS GOING TO FRANCE, AUGUST 31, 1735. 


1 3 O-Y $ E. 


Finibus [Gallicis] 
40 Reddes ;jncolumem precor, 
„Et ſerves anime dimidium meæ * 


Blow ſerene ! ve ſoft Eteſian gales, 


"Mi 


Curl the gay main, and fill the ſwelling als 


The guardian veſſel through the deep attend: 


Shine every favourable planet bright, 
To guide the profp'rous navigation right, 


And bear to Gallia's ſhore my happy friend! 


Tuence to Lutetia's walls, a pleaſing way, 


"Through ſcenes by Nature drefs'd profuſely gay? 


Auſpicious Fortune Kill his paſſage guide; 


Lill ſafe arriv'd he views the wond'rous tow n, | 


Which all agree unprejudic'd to own - 
At once fair Europe's envy and its pride! 


There while his thoughts explore th' amazing plan | 


Or pow'r divine, the microcoſm. of man; 


From every danger ſhield his ſpotleſs youth! 


With manly ſtrength his growing virtue arm, 
To break the force of every Siren charm, 
And keep untainted all his native truth. 


| When views of pomp or bright proceſſions riſk 
When Louvre or Verſailtes enchants the eyes, 


The grand allembly or the roval train 
Oh Liberty! thy faithful proſpe& lend, 
To Britain's iſle his calm reflection bend, 


And lay, that Slav' ry makes the ſplendor mean. 


Wh 


ODE TO MR. CUMING. 
When artful Beauty lays the ſecret ſnare, 
Inſtruct him, friendly Goddeſs, to beware, 

| Defend him from each captivating art! 

For there fair Venus holds her ſov'reign court, 
There all her wanton ſportive Loves reſort, 
And in a thouſand forms ſurpriſe the heart. 


Vet, Goddeis! let him, as intent he fees 
That airy nation's native (kill to pleaſe, 
Shun the reflection of the mimic glats! 
Of all the Britons I have ever ſcen, 
AWho ap'd the graces of the Gallic mien, 
Scarce one but chronicled hunſclt an afs. 
Vet that politenets of the trueſt kind, 
AWhich both adorns and cultivates the mind, 
This let his careful ſtudy borrow thence ' 
Manners from hence new ornament receive, 
To kgowledge this does double ivitre give, 
And travel finiſhes the man of-ſenfe. | 
Sometimes from crowds retir'd if chance he fr. 
Were Seine along th' Elyfan meadows plage, 
Let fome kind Genius whiſper in his car, 
How many vows for his Jucceis arc paid, 
How many for his fafe return are made, 
iow many think his abtence tedious here. 


But, oh, too harth, my friend! -theſe precepts Low, 
The ſpecious coverings of-my ſecret woe, 
While Fortune“ partial fayour J accuſe: 
ho, when my ſorrows necded moſt a friend, 
Was pleas'd in thee the precious gift to fend, 
Malicious bounty! but beſtow'd to lole, - 
n Oh, 


343 


- HW <A : 


Og 


„ 


FP 12 


— — — 1 an teens 


— — * 


344 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Oh, no, forgive, the ſacred tie I wrong! 


Were Virtpe binds, the mutual union ſtrong. 
Diſtance, Misfortune, Time and Fate defies ; 
From Pole to Pole, from Ganges to the I hame, 
Immortal Friendſhip ſpreads th' etherial flame 

For ages itil] the fame, and neves dies! 
Eding, Avg. 21, 1 735. 


Amico opt. . . mes 1 doloris & 
Amman monumentum P. 


I! OR ACE ANDL YDLA, B. III. Q IX. IMITITATED, 


BY. N $4 $0Y ð 20. 
&: I. | 


\ THILE, Phyllis, tranſported I lay in your arms, 


And, poſleſs'd of your fondneſs, was blals'd in 
your charms, - | 


On Wealth and Ambition with ſcorn IT locked down, 


Nor envy'd great Lewis that bauble, his crown. 


10 11 * I, 1. [ $ 6: 
WW hile faithful with me you deliwhted at home, 


As happy was 1, as the Pope 1s at Roiwuc ; 
But now new acquaintaince your fancy cr 


And Peter's folk + never are out of your head. 
ALEXIS. 
* Written on a Night TELE jarring b: tween Boyſe 
and lis wife, whom he thought too much attached to Mifs 
Atckeſun, her filter, a woman, to ſay no worſe of her, of an 
equivocal character. C. | | 
+ By Petcr's felt, is meant the hoſpitable and agreeable 


 fam;ly of a Mr. Stewart, a merchant in Edinburgh; who 


had two amialic daughters, to whom Mr, Boy ſe addreſſed 
_ Jome 


HORACE, B. III. ODE IX. IMITATED. 345 
A L E.IXII . | 
The charge I ſubmit to—T'own they rc my friends, 
Their agreeable converſe fair Vi Itwe commend«s. 


With their ſenſe and geod humour my woes I relieves 
And W vith them for an age Tun eary'd could a A 


| PHYLLI1S. 
Miranda's fine voice: and good humour for me, 
Myv comrade the is, and my comrade ſhall be! 
In ſpue of all feandal, I 'Il hve with her ſtill, 
And let the world cenſure, or fay what it will. 


A I. EK X IS. 
But what if, dear Phyllis, this difi 'rence ſhould end, 
Suppole, for your ſake, I abandon'd my friend, 
And, in tpite of my judgement, too biafs'd my view, 
Relnquith? d the w orld to be bury'd v ith. vou. 


ſome poems „ in bis ſecond volume; and in the Gen- 
tleman's Magazine for 1741, p. 380, there is one to H laria 
va the death ot her elder hfter Clarifla ; of which Boyſe thus 
babs io a letter already quoted: © I am forry any part of 
your letter thould be eruel or diſagreeable to me — Yet ſuch, 
ereatly fach, was the news of Claritla's death. It affected 
Mrs. Bayſe io, that, on reading it, ſhe and the letter dropped 
tögether! — Never was greater ſweetneſs inſhrined in the 
tomb. My next will convey 1 you my ſentiments on ſo dear, 
Lo atleRing a ſuhject; and, as 1 addreſs them to my adm; red. 
II larla, 1 hope you will coave y them to that once happy, 
but juſtly diſconſolate, family. They will, I hope, he ſuch. 
a: Fratitude dictates, and her virtues deſerve.“ It was in this 

family that the friendly communicator of theſe anecdotes 
became acquainted with Mr. Buyfe about the tarter end of 
the year 1732. N. | 2 
| A 3 ruvluts. 
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3466 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
FHRYLLIS. 


D Though Miranda's ſtill conſtantly pleaſing and pay, 


Though her notes far exceed all the muſic of May, 
And though you, like old Ocean, look muddy and ſour, 


Our ancient alliance I II gladly reſtore, 


And reſolve has till death we will differ no more. 
An 


No, Phyllis, though kind, that conceſſion won't take, 


I ne'er can conſent our joint friends to forſake, 


Who in making of treaties forget their allies, 


* ll never be reckon's or honeſt, or wiſe. 


„ SSTY 


Then be judg · d by the rule you ve ſo gravely laid down 
Nor hope that Miranda my heart ſhall diſown. 
With her, gentle heaven, grant me freedom. to rove, 


While F riendfhip ſhall pay me the intereſt of Love. 


ALEXIS. 


5 | dannen charming Phyllis, a fatal miſtake, 


Where intereſt's the motive, there friendſhip is weak. 
Tis Virtue alone can eſtabliſh the tie, 


Through life till unbroken, which halds when we die. 


The taſte may be modiſh, yet ne'er can laſt long, 
To loſe an old lover, to hear a new ſong. | 
It novelty charms you, delighted in change, 


From pleaſure to pleaſure oh long may you range. 


For me, from henceforth on ſome quieter ſhore, 

Where Fortune and Love ſhall diſturb me no more, 

Ill ſeek in retirement the nobleſt of joys, 

*T as time muſt diſcorer the truth of each choice, 
KEPIST I F 
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krisrIn ro "HENRY BROOKE - ESQ. 
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HOUGH _ the cruel ftorm n tod, | 
I view. the ſhore, and ſigh for ſafety loſt, 
While erery diſtant hope of good'is gone, 
And, left by thee! tis joy to be undone, 
Oh! read the thought where no deſign has part, 
The laſt faint purpoſe of my wretched heart; 
| Long had-between us (in a moment tom) 
The oP band of TORE $- faith been worn: 
| I claim'd: 


+ « Th 193$;” ſays 80 3 to whom I am obliged: 


for this poem, “ Mr, Boyſe did me a real favour by intro- 
ducing me to the acquaintance of the amiable and ingenious. 


Mr. Brooke, the author of «Guſtavus Vaſa.” I vifited Mr. 
Rrooke almoſt every day while he was compoſing that tra-- 
gedy ; I peruſed it, ſcene by ſcene, as it was written. On that 
account perhaps, and the eſteem which I bear to the author, 


may be biaſſed in its favour;-but I do not think that a: 


tragedy of equal merit has appeared fince that time. I have- 


now by me the four firſt acts of it in manuſcript, given me 
by the author, before the fifth was finiſhed, During our ac- 
quaintance, poor Boyſe, by his irregularities, ſomehow gave 


eftence to Mz. Brooke, who for a time declined his viſits, 
Boy ſe, ſenfible of his fault, (for no man's repentance was more - 
po1gnant for the time, but, alas! it was brief and fleeting) 
addreſſed to Mr. Brooke this penitentiary epiſtle, which, . 


wth A ſolemn promiſe of men, reſtored him to favour. 
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I claim'd the bliſs, ſo happy once was J, 


Dear to your breaſt, and cheriſh'd in your eye: 
Now loſſ the privilege, ſhall one ſhort day 
Snatch all the labour of our lives away ? 

But oh, I err! I am. not what I ſeem, 
Friendthip can ne'er ſubſiſt without eſteem 3 
Death were my choice, if heaven my choice approv'd, 
More eaſy than to loſe the friend I lov'd: 
Happy in this, that to yout better care 

I gave a friend, will never loſe his ſhare, 

Whoſe truth will fill increaſe, the longer known, 
Whoſe faith, whote goodneſs, are fo like your own: 
Fergot, I bleſs you,—it this with ſucceeds, 


Then live Guſtavus, though Arvida bleeds! 


Boy ſe was a man of no party: whatever were his private ſen- 


timents, his public political creed was influenced by his ne- 
ceſnties. ln regard to his perſon, he was of a middle ſize, 
of a thin habit, ſſovenly in his dreſs, which was increated 
by his r very near-ſighted, and his hearing 1inper- 
fect ; theſe circumſtances, added to his natural Ane, 
and his not having been accuſtomed to appear in good cm- 
pauy but as neceſũtous, and a mendicant, gave him an aw k- 
wald {heep.th air, which by no means prejudiced ſtrangers iu 


his favour. His liberal tranflazion of Voltaire's three epililes 


on Happineſs, Freedom of Will, and Envy, are well execu- 
ted. They were publiihed, without his name, in the year 
152%; but Lam a good witneſs they were written by him; ſor, 


wehen tiniſhed, as his cloaths were then depoſited at the pawn- 


brakor's, I treated with the late Mr. Dudiley for the manu» 
ſcript, of whom 1 could only obtain a poor two guineas.“ The 
hects were ſent to me from the pre{s tor correction.“ C. 
ſaccts weie ſent t trom the preſs tor correctton.“ C 
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9 Nec! lex eſt juſtior ulla, 


« Quaam necis artifices arte perice ſua.” 


a By their own arts, 'tis righteouſly decreed, 
« The dire artificers of death {hall bleed.“ 


Port EOUS! thou ſtrong example, timely given, 


How Sovereigns ſhould employ the power of heavens 


Thy wanton hands a ſanguine deluge ſpread, 

Thy country's equal voice pronounc'd thee dead: 
But tools like thee were thought ſuch victul things, 
That ſordid greatnels mov'd all ſecret ſprings; _ 
[1 rain the great applied, the court repricy'd, 
Eternal Juſtice thought too long vou liv'd; 
Mercy grew vain; when ſuch a crime grew flight, 
Tuas time the people ſhould aſſert their right, 
Vet let the Mule the guſt encomium draw, 
Self=injur'd, how they kept the fight of law, 
1he gentleneſs, denied their fellows, gave, 
And left thee time to arm thee for the grave: 
Let none behold thy exit with regret, 

You died, the nobleſt w ay, a publie debt: 
May the auſpicious omen riſe in you, 


And villains (ſercen' d however) meet their due! 


is See his cataſtrophe at Edinburgh, and the cauſe of it, 
2 the Gent. Mag. for that year, p. 549. D. 
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'TO THE LADY MARCHIONESS GREF, 


Ihe mild commands of hey, wheoic name adorne this lay 
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'BY THE HON. MISS MARGARET YORKE *. 


I HY ſhades, Vacuna, and thy verdant meads, 
The ſeat of Heroes fam'd for valiant deeds, 
Demand the ſong. O gentle Graia! hear; 


To a young Bard a few ſhort moments ſpare; 


Be thou my Muſe, and with one gracious ſmile 


Reward and animate the tuneful toil. 


And O! inſpire my verſe, while it recites 
Vacuna's much-lov'd elegant delights: _ 
Whether embower'U in ſhady groves we walk, 


Or in the Temple of chaſte Dian talk; 
Or if with laughter elear the dome reſounds, 


When Wray the ear with uncouth phraſes wounds: 


If now the ſprightly Bam our wit employs, 


Now graver ſtudies give more ſolid Joys: 


If lightly on the green we jocund dance, 


Or round the ſpacious garden chooſe to prance; 
Whether the ſetting - ſun- beam's golden fire, 


Or Cynthia's paler deautics we admire; 


Still Innoeence and Virrue lead the round, 
With Mirth and Plcaſure, all our days are crown'd. 
And O! if Heaven will hear my ardent prayer, 
And grant a with, which from my boſom ne'er 
Shall be remov'd—long may theſe ſhades obey 


| 
Aug ut, 1747. 
# Second 7 WOE RED of the late Earl of Hardwinks. She 
married Sir Githert Heathcote, Bart. and died in child-bed, 


1769. Thele verſes were Written at the age o. fourteen vears 
nd a \ half. | | AD- 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES. 


Vol. V. p. 302. Dr. Brady attempted in blank verſea tranſls- 


tion of the Eneid, which, when draggedinto the world, did not 


live long enough to cry. I have never ſeen it; but that ſuch 
a verſion there is, or has been, perhaps ſome old catalogue 


informed me.—With not much better ſucceſs, Trapp, when 


his Tragedy and his Prelections had given him reputation, 


attempted another blank verſion of the Eneid; to which, 


_ notwithſtanding the ſlight regard with which it was treated, 
he had afterwards perſeverance enough to add the Eclegues 
and Georgics. His book may continue its exiftence as long 
as it is the clandeſtine refuge of ſchoolboys.” Dx. Jounson. | 


vor. VI. p. 82. Since the account of Mr. Hardinge was 
ꝓrinted, his ſon has obliged the learned world with a curious 


little volume of his father's “Latin Verſes;“ amongſt 
which is a corrected copy of the Ode in p. 85 of this volume. 

It was written at Knowle Hill in 2739, and addreſſed “ to 
Stephen Peyntz, Eſq. Preceptor to the Duke of Cumber- 


44 land.“ The correction conſiſts of the following cnlarge- 
ment of the ſixth and ſeventh ſtanzas i into four: 


Inſanientis non populi ſcelus, 
Non Italorum cantibus et choris 
Aſſueta, virtutiſque veræ 
Immemor, & patriz, juventus. 
Jam feſſus ur bem longaque curie = 
GBeſtit ſenator prælia linquerez 
Oblitus irarum paternos 
Luſtrat agros, avibus timendus. 


„ 
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W alpolus arvis & laribus novis 
Aucétas aviti luſtrat opes ſoli, 

| | Feftique jam dignus quiete 

| Per vacuas bi vivit horas. 


Luces Eſheræ, dædala qua ſuum 
| Natura git wincere Rentium, 
Molamque labentem, domumque 
Piciiam repetit Pelhamus. 


Nr. Hardinge; it is ſaid, tranflated this Ode, and at the 
ſame time engaged Pr. Davies to make another trantla— 
tion. Both are preſerved, and printed in a volume of Eng- 
Inh verſes which I have not had the pleature of ſeeing. 

| The Latin poems are of various dates; fome of them 

ſchool exercites at Eton in 1717, 1718; kv. at Cam- 
bridge 1719—1722 ; a poem on the death of his eldeſt 
fon, 1746 ; an epitaph on his father (George Hardipge, M. A.) 
1750; ove tall poem in 1754; and epiſtles to ſeveral of 
his friends between 1730 and 1750. I mention theſe ſo mi- 
nutely, as the volume in which they are printed has been 


2 
— * 
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cucdlated ouly among a few friends. 1 
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END OF THE SIXTH VOLUMHK. 
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